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ON THE ROAD TO MAKE- 
SVN LN EO AVAS. 
There s a road that leads to Every- 
where, 
The road to Make-Believe, 
[t runs away in broad daylight 
Through fields of daisies brown 
and white 
To wonder cities silver-bright 
In far-off M ake-Believe— 
A right road, a white road, 
A fragrant, blossom-bright road, 
A noonday dream-delight road, 
The road to Make-Believe. 


When rosy sunset colors light 
The road to Make-Believe, 
Knight and prince and lady fair, 
Giant and fairy travel there 
To cloud-built golden castles where 
They live in Make-Believe— 
A gray road, a gay road, 
A vagrant, haunted, fay road, 
A sweet enchanted play road, 


The road to Make-Believe. 


THE: CIRCUS “DAY ae AnRADE 


ON THE ROAD TO 
MAKE-BELIEVESs 


THE CIRCUS DAY PARADE 


Tomorrow there’s a street parade, 
The Circus comes to town— 
The biggest horned rhinoceros, 
The funniest old clown, 
The queerest looking animals, 
From every far-off land, 
A whistle-organ played by steam, 
A mounted cowboy band, — 
A yellow, striped tiger: cat 
That growls and snarls with 
Bee 
A baby hippopotamus, 
Wild monkeys in a cage, 
Great elephants, white polar bears, 
From Arctic regions. cold — 
And Cinderella riding in 
~ Her chariot of gold! 
Tomorrow!—That’s a long way off! 
And somehow I’m afraid 
That it will rain, or something, so 
I can’t see that parade! 


SUM REME IE)ie) 
Take a bingle and a dingle, 


Take a short and silly jingle, 
Take a wibbly, wobbly young and 
tender bug, 
Mix them thoroughly together 
With a strip of patent leather, 
And keep them in a well-corked 
cider jug. 


OUR NEIGHBOR? Se@ an 


Our neighbor’s old cat with the 
yellow eye 

Spit at my pup as he trotted by, 

And the things that she said, under 
her breath, | 

Were enough to scare any pup to 
death. 

Though he trotted along quite un- 
concerned, 

I'll bet you a cookie his long ears 


burned. 


Node lO ea Ee ee 
WOMAN 


You've all been told the story old 
About the woman who 


Had a full score of kids, or more, 
And kept them in a shoe. 
Now, just to know if it were so, 
I went one night to see 
Them spanked and fed and sent 


to bed 
As they were said to be. 


You can surmise my great surprise 

When that old shoe I found 

All shining bright with candlelight, 

But with no sign nor sound 

Of sleepy tykes whose mother likes 

Thin broth 
bread 


unsopped with 
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And likes to whack them on the 
back 
Before they’re put to bed. 


I stood before the open door 
And looked about within, 
The ‘smiling Dame to greet 
came 
And asked me to step in. 
“Good mother, deat; [isaid, iam 
here — 
Because I’ve often read 
You use the whip before you ship 
Your youngsters off to bed.” 


Then to her eyes the tears uprise; 
“Tt’s most’ unkind, “said =she, 
“For you toi ssay” Vd act thateaa, 
To children born to me. 
You: see, ‘my ‘dear, “theymare ane: 
here, 
They all are gone away. 
Each got a dime at supper time 
To see a picture play: 


“T love them all with all my heart, 
I’m sure they love me, too. 
Please tell the world there’s some 

mistake, 

That story is not true.” 
And so tonight this rime I write 
To make it clear to you 
That sweeter mother never lived 
In palace, house, or shoe. 


Nee) ROSE 


There lived in my garden a beau- 
tiful rose 
That 
aAnceraine 
By the dew that fell at twilight 
time, 
By the wind that lingered to 
gain 


was loved by the 


sun 


A breath of her fragrance to carry 
afar 
and 


To the mountain, forest, 


plain. 


‘ihe =sin, and the’ rain and-“the 
vagrant wind 


That wander the wide world 
free 
No rose could find to compare 


with mine 
In gardens beyond the sea; 
So they came to my garden to 
woo my rose 


And to tell 


me: 


of their love to 


But a woodland elf came one night 
in June 
And carried my red rose fair 
iRombainveleands asa. priceless oft, 
To his winsome Princess there— 
A wonderful, glowing, ruby gem 
To wear in her shining hair. 


19 


THE SONG @ER Siri 
TICK ROG 


Hark! the dled: says, “Tick-tock,”’ 


dreaming on the shelf, 
“Tick-tock, a tick-tock, Ssoitly aro 
himself: | 


To his song of tick-tock, a-hush-a-bye 
we g0, 

Rock-a-bye to bye-lo, rocking to 
and fro: 

Shut your eyes and listen to the 
old clock croon 

His rock-a-bye lullaby, his singsong 
tune: 

Hush-a-bye, rock-a-bye, we'll wander, 
hand in hand, 

Singing down the dreamy road 
away to Slumber Land. 


coiePIPER AND THE PIG 


I’m sure you've read that story old, 


How piping Tom became so bold 
That he, one sunny autumn day, 
Purloined a pig and ran away. 


But, anyway, to make it clear, 

Again I'll tell the story here: 

“om, Tom, the Piper’s son, 

Stole a pig and away he run: 

The pig was eat, and Tom was beat, 

And Tom went crying down the 
einect. | 


Perhaps you'd like to have me tell 
Where, when, and how this all befell, 
W hat street 1t was down which he ran, 
What time of day the fun began, 

How men and boys left work and 


play 


And ran pell-mell along the way 
Where that exciting race was run 
To stop the thief—or see the fun; 


How maids and matrons in each ear 

A finger put, and ran in fear 

From Tom’s loud cries, the pig’s 
high squeals, 

The yelping dogs that nipped his 
heels; 


How Tom ran faster, puffing hard, 

As curs yipped out of each back yard 

To join the race and swell the din, 

And how, when odds were Tom 
would win, 

He stubbed his toe and lost his feet 

And with his pig sprawled in the 


Street 


And how the men with joyous cries 
Seized on that pig as lawful prize, 
Had Jack the Butcher slaughter it 
And dress it clean and make it fit 
To hang upon the roasting spit; 


How each played host and each 
played guest, 
How every man-jack did his best 
To turn the pig, first up, then down, 
To roast the pork a sweet crisp brown 
Before the glowing beech-wood fire 
They kindled on the market square 
From faggots eager boys brought 
there; 


How they sat cross-legg’d on the 
ground, 

That smoking pig encircling ‘round, 

And picked his ribs and ham bones 
clean 

Of every shred of fat and lean; 

How by the flaring firelight 


They danced away that autumn 


night ; 
And how Tom mingled with the 


crowd 
And ate as much and sang as loud, 
As free from guilt,as free from care, 
As any other piper there. 


Of course I’d tell the tale to you 
If I were sure it all was true, 
ition Ol. itmay pe pest 


To give the pig and, Tom a rest. 
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CHEER. UP! (GE iE kai 
MY DE Ake 
Clouds stretch across the April sky 
And hide the sunshine bright, 


New snow is sprinkled in the grass, 


The streets and roofs are white. 
And Mrs. Robin hops about, 
Unhappy in the snow, 
And wishes she were South again 
Where scented blossoms blow. 


But Mr. Robin bravely sings, 
“Cheer, cheer, my dearie, cheer! 

Tomorrow, I can promise you, 
The sunshine will be here. 

Cheer up, cheer up, my dearie, 
Just wait another day, 

The sun will make the garden warm 
And chase the snow awayr’ 


Ashe Se) 


Said Jack, “Let’s pretend our old 
hammock’s a ship, 

We'll play we are sailors and go 
on a trip. 

Mur Kate can be captain? and Vl 
be the crew 

And Ted can be mate, cook, and 
carpenter, too.” 

They hung the old hammock high 
Up witietie trees 

To catch all they could of the brisk 
summer breeze. 

They hoisted an apron, and soon 
sailed away, 


In their good ship ““The Hammock,” 
down the blue bay, 
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OF SMIEES 


Then across the wide ocean, for 


miles upon miles, 

Till they hauled down their sail off 
the-Island: ot) smiles 

Ker-splash! went the anchor down 
over the side. 

They lowered a lifeboat and went 
with the tide 

To the long curving beach of shining 
white sand 

Where the laughing waves kissed 
that bright, smiling land 

Of green waving woodland, of brown 
sunlit streams, . 

Of distant blue hills——the fair land 


of their dreams. 


They jumped from the boat and ran 


out of reach 
Of combers that chased them half- 
way up the beach; 
They watched the swift sea gulls 


that screaming went by, 


They waded the pools that mirrored 
the sky, 

They watched the white cloud- 
ships, adrift in the blue, 

Stray ships of the 


sky without 
captains or crew. 


In play they forgot how the swift 


hours ran, 


They rounded the headlands, sailed 
up the gray bay, 

And again at her moorings that 
gallant ship lay. 

Then they heard Mother call, and 


they came ashore, 


But at last, when the purple shadows 
began 


Wiomeercepe up the. hills’ and ‘the 
valleys to dim 


And -the sun burned red on the 
ocean’s rim, 

They pushed off the boat, rowed 
back to their ship, 


They knew she was waiting for 
them at the door. 


And when, one by one, she had 
gathered them in, 
Weighed anchor, set sail, made all 


And they told how they sailed and 
snug for the trip. 


where they had been, 
Then, swift as the wind, away and She kissed their brown cheeks to 
away welcome them home 
Their ship went a-flying, upflinging And earnestly cautioned them never 
the spray, ~ to roam 
Down, down to the sunset for many To Make-Believe Islands so far, far 
long miles away 
Until lost in the sea was the Island 
of Smiles. 


That they could not sail back that 


very same day. 
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Bee OUIN GG ON 1 © Ui byN ae 
OF Orme AND 
The King and Queen of Toyland 
Came galloping to town, 
On hobbyhorses gaily plumed 
And painted green and brown. 
The King wore spotted calico, 
Like any circus clown, 
And, as he rode, his battered sword 
Went clanking up and down. 
The good Queen smiled on every 
one— 


The King could only frown, 
For, as they galloped down the hill, 
He lost his paper crown, 
Which vexed him much, for no one 

knew 
If he was King or clown! 


OLD UNCLE DAN 
Good Old Uncle Dan is a miracle 


man, 
He tells us some wonderful tales 
Of how he has landed big sharks 
single-handed 
And caught any number of whales; 


And how, on the Niger, he captured 
a tiger 
And drove him back home with a 
stick, 
And tracked polar bears to their 
cold arctic lairs 
And knocked them down dead 
with a brick. 


He’s so very clever there’s nothing 


whatever 
In this world that he cannot do- 
He could dive through a hole in 
the ice at the Pole 
And come up in Kalamazoo! 


SUMMER TIME 
AMIE AU ie, ape ec KONE 


Summer time, the rolling sea, 


A blue and smiling sky, 
White sails gleaming in the sun, 


White sea birds sailing by, 


Miles on miles of sun-warm sand, 
Long leagues of cool green 
sea — 
All the world was glad to play 
With sister Dot and me. 


Dot and I were building 

A great sand castle there, 
With towers battlemented, 

With turrets round and square, 


With shell-topped walls for safety, 
A deep ditch dug about 

To keep the prowling Giants 
And popeyed Goblins out. 
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We had a narrow gateway 
Right through the wet sand 
wall 
So our good friends the Fairies 
Might reach the castle hall. 


Many Heroes passed the gate 
Who came from legends old; 
From stories in came trooping 


Warriors, brave and bold. 


They guarded our grim castle 
So we like Knights might ride 
And hunt for golden Dragons 
That in sea caves abide. 


On drifeeead sticks for horses 
We galloped down the beach, 
The coward Dragons heard us, 


And hid far out of reach. 


Then came a crested giant, 
Foam-covered from the deep; 


With one swift blow he tumbled 


Our castle in a heap. 


Since then I’ve heard it whispered 
That ofttimes in the night, 
When summer seas are shining 
In the white 
light, 


moon’s _ silver 


The Fairy children come to dance 
In Pixy rings about 

The ruins of our castle, 
Where waves wash in and out. 


Some danced on their toes, 
And all of them chattered, 

As we may suppose, 
The latest: in gossip 

About absent crows. 


Then a boy with a shotgun 
Quickly arose 

From behind the stone fence, 
Where the alder bush grows. 

When his gun went, Go-Bang! 
They flew up in the air 

And, just in a second, 
That tree was as bare 

As though not a crow 


Had ever been there. 


THE CROWS’ JAMBOREE 


At sundown, ‘way up 


They called him hard names 
: In their crow language bad — 
In’ our hickory tree My! you should have heard 


The crow folks were having How they scolded that lad! 
A big jamboree; 


They cawed and they called, 
And it sounded to me 


Like an army of crows 


But you must not blame them 
For getting so mad, 
For he spoiled the best party 


That crows ever had. 
On an annual spree. 


Every branch of that tree ‘SEEING. THINGS) 235 
Was covered with crows NIGHT” 

Dressed up, all alike, I went to the yard one night to 
In their black evening clothes. find 

Some sat, stiff and straight, My scooter skate that I left behind; 
Like soldiers in rows, And there I saw, by the dim star- 

Some fluttered, some flapped, light, 
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What gave me a sudden, awful 
ipo hte 

A long black snake, with a yellow 
head, 

Squirming along by the aster bed. 

My! I was frightened! Who would 


suppose 
I'd get so scared at a garden hose! 


¢ 


Se Ee BAB Yeh No 
Baby, little Babykins, 


MWoUpeeyesedremike Lie wsky—— 
I love you, little Babykins, 
Excepting when you cry. 


Baby, little Babykins, 
Vi Gui hait sise-sil ken: foss—— 

I love you, little Babykins, 
Excepting when youre cross. 


Baby, little Babykins, 
I love you any way— 

But when you smile I love you more 
Than any other way. 


MOON MAN 


Moon Man, Moon Man, 
"Way up in the sky, 

Why are you always watching me 
As you go sailing by? 

Moon Man, Moon Man, 
Whatever else you do, 


You’re always looking down at me 
When I look up at you. 
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WHEN DADDY SHAVES 
He draws his razor slippy-slap 


First up, then down, along the strap. 
He sticks some paper on a nail, 
His mirror on the window rail, 
Then pours hot water in his cup 
And stirs a foamy lather up 
Which he daubs thickly on his chin, 


His neck and cheek, and rubs it in. 


Again’ he takes thestazorestiap 


And whacks the blade gee-flip, 
gee-flap, 

Then twists his soapy face up tight 

And scrapes away the lather white 

Until his face is clean and fine 

And soft and smooth and pink as 


mine. 


BEDTIME StORTEs 
When Kate is put to bed at night 


Her question’s sure to be, 
“Have you a story, Daddy dear, 
That you will tell to me?” 


I sit beside her little bed 
And tell a story old, 

Of how Jack, at the rainbow’s end, 
Found pots of yellow gold. 


But long before the story ends, 
Her eyelids drop in sleep, 
And my head on her pillow sinks 

In slumber sweet and deep. 


But then, the Dream Man knows 
quite well 
How stories should be told, 
So we both dream of Rainbow 
Land 
And pots of yellow gold. 


tik KING OFT CELUBS 


The King of Clubs went sailing 
To Bermuda on a whale, 
And fell into the ocean 
When that monster shook his 
tail: 

Down, down among the little fish 
He sank a mile or more, 
Then, on a prancing sea horse, he 

Rode merrily to shore. 
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He rode along the sandy beach 
And found to his dismay 

That the island was deserted — 
Everybody was away! 

While he was busy drying his 
Wet garments in the sun, 

His horse went scampering away 
As fast as it could run. 


The King said, “Hereé’s a pretty fix! 
Without a horse to ride; 
Zounds! I must in mid-ocean here 
Forevermore abide!” 

His kingly dignity gave way 
And he sat down and cried. 

Then he suddenly remembered his 
New pocket telephone. 

By wireless he called the Queen, 
“T’m out here all alone 

On a barren little island 
A thousand miles at sea; 

If you airplane today, my dear, 
Please call around for me.” 


And so that afternoon he left 
In his big hydroplane 
And long before the sun went down 
Had reached his own domain; 
And long before the moon came up 
The King was safely back 
In his royal summer palace, 
Playing poker with the pack, 
And telling his adventures 
To the Joker and the Jack. 


LoPeriNGsOr CLUBS 


SAILING 


We'll make the davenport a ship 

We'll name it “Jolly Tar,” sir 

With broomstick mast and pap 
sail 


b 


’ 


Cr 


She'll sail both fast and far, sir. 


We'll sail away to Biscay Bay 
As merry as you please, sir, 
And should arrive by candlelight 


If we can catch a breeze, sir. 


And when we get to Biscay Bay 
Nell strade her for a’ brig, sir, 
Then home again we'll sail 
quick 
AsaMate cans dance a jigs ‘sir. 


aS 
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MISS VAN WINKLE- 
WACKERS 
Dainty Miss Van Winklewackers 


Dines on crispy soda crackers 
And sweetened pekoe tea. 
Sweet pekoe tea and soda crackers 
May do to diet Winklewackers, 
But not for hungry me! 


HE eee 


Johnny Grasshopper and Christopher 
Toad 

Met one afternoon by the side of the 
road. 

Said Johnny Grasshopper, “I'll hop 


VOU (a: face 
From where we are now to any old 


places: 
“Why, no,’ answered Toad, “you're 
too young and too spry, 
And, besides, have two wings—pray, 
what chance then have [?” 
“Tut, tut,” said young Hopper, “how 
silly you talk! 

You are ten times as big and should 
win in a walk.” 

“Perhaps, . replied? cad) “youware 
willing to try 

To race me across the big mill pond 
near by?” | 

“Not fair!” cried Grasshopper. “No 


swimmer am |.” 


SyVoumcanmeswim, said old Toad: 
“quite as well as I fly!” 

But they could not agree as to how 
they should race, 


So the toad ate the hopper and 
settled the case. : 


TRE INA EG dea Es WUT) 


I] hear you come singing along 
through the trees, 
I hear you tiptoe up the dark 
garden lane, 
I hear you run laughing around the 
still house 
And hear you tap-tapping at my 
windowpane. 
Come into my bedroom——the win- 
dow is wide— 
And whisper your strange travel 
stories to me, 
ime iareoretarmmcitiess wheres old 
castles stand, 
Of ships you find sailing the 
endless blue sea, 
Of slow camel caravans crossing the 
sand, 
@fiedoa teams that race. on the 
moon-silvered snow, 
And sing me to sleep with the 
play songs you hear 
The little ones singing wherever 


you blow. 


DAME MOUSE 
Mrs. Mouse is keeping house 


Behind our attic stair, 
And Tabby Cat is always at 
A little knot hole there. 


A mouse is such a helpless thing, 
A cat so quick and strong, 
For Puss to catch her unaware 


Would be, I 


wrong. 


think, quite 


And so I wrote Dame Mouse this 
note: 

‘Dear Madam, please take care 

To look about when you come out, 


Our cat is waiting there.” 


“But Mrs. Mouse can't read,’ you 
ey 

Of course I thought of that, 

Instead of writing words I made 


‘This# pictures otmamea 


JACK JINGUVEVON SE 


Jack Jingleton Sprat always wished 
he was fat, 
And his wife always wished she 
was slim, 
But a diet of meat was all they 
could eat, 
And the fat was distasteful to 
him. | 
One day, with a smile, Jack said, 
“For a while 
lll try eating fat, if youll eat 
the léan.” 
And so they tried that, yet his wife 
still kept fat, 
Much fatter, indeed, than she 
ever had been. 


And day after day Jack wasted away 
Till he looked like a bean pole 
walking about, 
And she, dearie me! was as round 
as could be, 
And worried a lot about being 
so stout. 


So she said, “Jack, my dear, I very 
much fear 
That this way of living will 
shorten my life.” 
And so, after that, Jack Jingleton 
Sprat 
Gave all the fat meat on the 
plate to his wife. 
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CANDY. MAN 
Candy man, candy man, 
Pink and brown and white, 
If you bite his nose off 
He willcry all might 


MR. STRIPED GARTER 
| SNAKE | 
Miss Jenny Wren had just begun 
Her merry morning song 
When Mr. Stripéd Garter Snake 


Came leisurely along. 


He stopped beside the lilac bush, 
Without a sign or word, 

And wound himself into a coil 
To listen to the bird. 


When Miss Wren saw her visitor, 
She, being most polite, 

said, “Oh,: good » miernmay vir 

Snake,” 


As any neighbor might. 


No manners. had young Garter 
Snake, 

So, when her song was sung, 

He gave Miss Wren a vulgar stare 

And then stuck out his tongue. 


“Why, Mr. Shake!” sented Jenny 
Wren, 
“You rude ill-mannered knave!: 
Just wait, I'll tell the Gardener, 
He'll teach you to behave.” 


TWO OLD WOMEN OF NAGGER TOWN 


Two old women of Nagger Town 


Argued up and argued down 
That black is white and blue is brown. 


Without a bite of tood to eat 
: They stood all day upon the street 
And shook their fists and stamped their feet. 


And so they argued day after day 
Until they got so thin, they say, 
The North Wind blew them both away! 
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i oVUAN Ss) No CPE MOON 


There is a man up in the Moon, 


As any‘one can see, 
But how. he ever got up there 


Is what so puzzles me. 


The Moon 1s, oh, so far away 
And up so awful high 

I cannot see how any one 
Can climb along the sky. 


| asked my daddy if he knew 
That funny Moon Man’s face, 

And why he always stayed up there 
Just looking into space. 
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“Of course you've read,” my daddy 
said, 
“That interesting rime 
About the Cat that fiddled in 


Such perfect tune and time, 


“That. Poodle Dog laughed long and 
loud, 
Blue Plate ran off with Spoon, 
And Brindle Cow so frisky felt 
She jumped across the Moon. 


“When Hans went out to find his 
‘cow, 
He looked among the stars 
And found his old cow feeding there 
Between the Moon and Mars. 


“Then Hans said to the fiddling Cat, 
‘Puss, play for me that tune.’ 


She did, and Hans took one big jump 
And landed on the Moon. 


“So Hans has been there since that 
time 
Just as you see him now, 
Looking up and down the sky 
For his old brindle cow.” 


A BORROWED HAT 
A kit anda cat in an old black hat — 
The Judge, riding by in his gig, 
Borrowed the hat from the good- 
natured cat 
To keep the dust out of his wig. 


SWINGING 
Swinging far and swinging free, 
Like a yellow bird in flight, 

In our garden apple tree 


Among the blossoms pink and 
white, : 


The soft wind singing in the leaves, 
The busy robins all around, 
The sunshine stealing through the 

Lrees: 
To 


dance with 


shadows on the 


ground, 


I like to feel the strong limb bend 
As swiftly down to earth I Aly, 
To feel the ropes draw hard and 

tight | 
As I go sailing to the sky, 


And when I’m tired swinging high, 
I like to rest and close my eyes 
And let the swing drift to and fro 
Wrhtileat lastethe old @cat@ dies: 


YOUNG WHIMPERDING 
Young Whimperding sang 
In the colly-wob tree 
As tearful a song 
As a song could well be. 


fesxiden WW himper, dear, 
Just where is your pain?” 
He smiled through his tears, 
For he couldn't explain. 
oh 


THEGATRPEANE 


I saw a giant airplane 
So far up in the sky 
It looked to me exactly like 
A splendid dragon fly. 


On silver wings among the clouds 
"T would circle, dive, and. play, 
Then like 
dart 
With lightning speed away. 


a dragon fly would 


I could hear his whirring wings 
And trace his headlong flight 

Until he flew straight at the sun 
And vanished out of sight. 


PETER BPUMPKIN-FACE 
Peter, Peter Pumpkin- Face, 


You are a scary thing to see 
When all the yard is dark as tar 
And you sit blinkin’ in the tree. 


I helped our Sandy cut your teeth 
And helped him fix your big 
EVES}, LOO} 
So I don’t care how hard you stare, 
Im not'a. bit afraid-of you. 


] am afraid I mzghkt catch cold. 
(Perhaps I may as well explain 

Just why I stay inside the house 

the 


And watch you through 


windowpane!) 
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SONG OF THE Wie 
WIND 


Ho! I am the Wind! I came out 


of the sky 
Away in the West where the Cloud 


Mountains lie. 


I am out for a frolic and fling as 
I go 
A whirl of confetti, white flurries 


of snow. 


I dance down the street like a carni- 
val clown 

And kiss every girl that I meet in 
the town, 


Whisk off her blue bonnet and tousle 
her head 
And pinch her cold cheeks till they 


burn rosy red. 


I whistle and sing and I caper and 


play 
And tease every youngster that comes 
in my way. 


WALLY WORM 
Jack Beetle said, “If Wally Worm 


Displays his skill to twist and 
squirm, 

He will be asked to join the bunch 

That Robin Bird takes) out sto 
lunch!” 


LoL Ng Oye ON DE SUSAN 


I am afraid my John Boy doll 
Is looking for a wife; 

It’s evident he does not mean 
To lead a single life. 


Of course it may be just my whim, 
I may be wrong—and yet 
He’s been quite sweet on Susan doll 
Since Christmas, when they 

met. 


And one time when I tiptoed in, 
I found them spooning there 

Quite close together, holding hands, 
In Susan’s rocking-chair. 


And I recali another time 


When John was showing Sue 


A picture in my story book— 
A red-brick bungaloo! 
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I hope they'll wait a year or two, 


For goodness only knows 
How he can ever earn enough 
To keep that girl in clothes! 


SUING 


Mammy Bear and her two cubs 

Went on a hunt for fat white grubs; 

They looked about the mossy bogs, 

Round rotten stumps and old pine 
logs. 


Soon Teddy saw a bumblebee 

And said, “Here is a treat for me.” 
To get it he stuck out his tongue, 
But all poor Teddy got was—-stung! 


MY SNOW MAN 


Do you know where my Snow 
Man’s gone? 
He stood here yesterday. 
Now I can’t find him anywhere, 
He must have run away. 


I guess he didn't like the sun 
Nor like the springtime breeze; 

I know he never cared for heat, 
He much preferred to freeze. 


He can’t be gone so very far, 
He left his hat and cane, 
His goggles and his corncob pipe — 
He may come back again. 


His pipe and goggles, hat and cane, 
I think I'll put away, 

So he can have them if he comes 
This way again some day. 


CAN DER STICK ap AGks 


Jack jumped over the candlestick, 
That was easy for him, 
For he was young and nimble and 


quick, 


Strong and supple and slim. 
Slim and supple and strong was 
Hacks 
Young and nimble and quick, 
It was no trouble at all for him 
To jump that candlestick. 
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THE MERRY-GO-ROUND 


Clang: goes the bell, 
The music starts to play; 
Two by two the animals 
Swing along the way, 
As they do in street parades — 
Ona -circuseday: 
Elephants and buffaloes, 
Goats and polar bears, 
Antelopes and ostriches 
Jog along in pairs. 


Two little spotted ponies 
Running side by side— 
Jump into the saddle, boys, 
For a jolly ride! | 
Trot along, trot along, 
Around the circle wide; 
Use the whip and use the spur, 
Make your pony go— 
The tiger cat will catch you 
If you ride too slow! 


Horses black, horses brown, 
Roans and dapple-grays 
(Dot and Kate are riding on 
A stylish pair of bays), 
Prancing up, dancing up, 
While the organ plays 
“Yankee Doodle Dandy” 
Or “Down in Dixie Land.” 
Isn't it just glorious 


To ride behind that band! 


THE MERRY-GO-ROUND 


THE CROOKED MAN 


There was a crooked man 
Who walked a crooked mile, 
He found a crooked sixpence 
Against a crooked stile, 
He bought a crooked cat 
Which caught a crooked mouse, 
And they all lived together in 
A little crooked house. 


Now, his little crooked house 
Was in a crooked lane, 

It had a crooked window with 
A funny crooked pane. 

From the crooked chimney top 
The crooked smoke went up, 

And on the crooked step lay curled 
A crooked yellow pup. 
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He had a crooked stable where 
He kept his crooked cow; 
With crooked straps he tied her to 
His crooked-handled plow. 


One day the crooked yellow pup 
Chased crooked pussy cat, 

She ran into the crooked barn 
And scared a crooked rat. 

The crooked man the rumpus heard 
And grabbed his crooked gun 

And hurried to the barn as fast 
As crooked legs could run. 

He shot his crooked rifle at 
The horrid crooked rat; 

The crooked bullet missed the mark 
And killed the crooked cat. 


Then at the wicked crooked rat 
He quickly shot again; 

Again his aim was crooked, and 
The crooked pup was slain. 

The crooked cow stampeded with 
The crooked-handled plow, 

The crooked strap around her neck 
Soon choked the crooked cow. 

He threw his crooked gun away 
And started for the house— 

Alas! the gunstock struck and killed 
The little crooked mouse! 


And now he sits before his fire 
And moans and sighs in vain, 

His crooked luck can never quite 
Be straightened out again. 


ee eR lO 
DEAR SANTA CLAUS 
Dear Santa Claus, when Christmas 
comes, 
I want a sleeping-beauty doll; 
And, Santa, dear, to save you tinie, 
Pll hang my stockings in the 
hall. 
And more than that, you need not 
climb 
Down in our sooty chimney flue, 
‘Cause Daddy says that he will leave 
The big front 


for you. 


door unlocked 


A MISER 


Nickels and pennies and quarters 
and dimes! 

I’ve counted ’em over hundreds of 
times— 

I’ve counted ’em out and counted 
‘em back 

And tied ’em up tight in an old 
leather sack. 


HOLIDAY WEEK 
On Sunday we went to the Park 
And there we saw a tiger shark 


Chase pollywogs about. 


On Monday we went into Town 
And saw a funny circus clown 


Turn himself inside out. 
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On Tuesday we went to the Fair 
And saw a tight-rope walker there 
Turn flip-flops in the air. 


On Wednesday we went to see 
A lion tamer teach a flea 
To ride a polar bear. 


On Thursday, in the afternoon, 
We went up in a big balloon 
And bought some popcorn there. 


On Friday we went to the Zoo 
And saw a lady Kangaroo. 
With pockets in her coat. 


On Saturday at home we stayed 
And on the vacant lot we played 


With Simpson’s nanny goat. 


MR. BARBER MAN 
Good morning, Mr. Barber Man, 


Please bob my yellow hair, 
I’ve a diller dollar bill, 
And you have time to spare— 
And watch you don’t clip off my 
ears 
With your big snippy, snappy shears! 


OFF TO SLUMBER LAND 
Come, winkin’, blinkin’ sleepyhead, 


It’s time for you to be in bed 
And safe in Slumber Land. 


Climb up here on Mother’s knee, 
My rocking chair our ship will be, 


We'll sail across the starlit sea 


To far-off Slumber Land. 
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THE FRIENDLY 
POLICES 


The new policeman on our street 
Is just ‘as nicé as He eeanasbes 
Whenever he sees me about 
He always waves his hand to 
me 
Or stops when he goes by to say, 
“How is my sweetheart girl 


today?” 


I guess my Grandma does not 
know 
There’s anything between’ us 
two; 3 
For, if she did, she would not 
say 
Sometimes when _ something 
wrong we do, 
Or just a little spat begin, 
“Tll.-call. > that bio spolice 


man in!” 


My Grandma can’t scare me one 
bit 
(Of course I never tell er so), 
Because, if my policeman came, 
I’m sure that he would let me 
go, 
For when I asked him what he’d 
do, ; 
He said, “Oh, I'll look out for 
youl” 


fee ve CAKES 
Baker, Baker, don’t you know 
I’m waiting for my patty cake? 
Please hurry up and mix the dough 
And put it in the stove to bake. 


If I were you, and you were me, 


I guess you would be hungry, too, 
And scold me if I didn’t make 
A batch of patty cakes for you. 


TUMBLE-HEELS 
Tumble-Heels, Tumble-Heels, clumsy 


clown, 


OFF FOR VA H@ Rips: 


Slipping and tripping and falling | 
Down among the reed beds 


Along the Parkside lake 
Mrs. Duck a-swimming goes 


With Mr. Mallard Drake, 
Her fluffy ducklings dancing 


down, 
Sprawling and bawling and _tear- 
ing your clothes, | 
Skinning your shins and bumping 


your nose! 


On the ripples in her wake. 
It is such a lovely day 
I think they ought to take 


The children for a holiday 
Across the shining lake. 


A THUNDERSTORM 
Lightning on the black sky flashes, 


Thunder rumbles, rolls, and crashes. 
Wind blows like a hurricane, 
Bending trees to earth again. 
Streaming down, the driven rain 
Lashes at my windowpane. 


TIPSY TOPSY -PURW Ys TOWN 


As I went riding up and down I also saw to my dismay 
The streets of Topsy-Turvy Town, Some people stop beside the way 
I was indeed surprised to see And on their heads stand talking 
How topsy-turvy things could be; eaten, 
For everything was upside down With legs and arms up in the air, 
In tipsy Topsy-Turvy Town. And still they didn’t tumble 
down, 


The Topsy-Turvy folks I met 


Were all so very much upset In tipsy Topsy-Turvy Town. 


They wore their bonnets on their It was the queerest thing to see 
feet The way those people stared at se 
And on their hands ran down the As I went riding through the town. 
etreet—— They all thought / was upside 
Hand over hand they waddled down 
down And they themselves were right 
Whey wctrects hing, Vopsy~ lurvy side up 
Town. 


In tipsy Topsy- Turvy Town! 
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Lite oe ONAN COMES 


Big round moon a-climbing up 
Behind the misty hills; 

Robin Redbreast calling to 
His mate in plaintive trills; 


Oriole a-swinging high 

His hammock to the breeze; 
Sleepy birds a-twittering ’ 

In the orchard trees: 


Tardy crows a-flying low 
To wood lots far away; 
Mothers all a-calling home 
Their little ones from play; 


Evening star a-shining out 
Where the sun went down: 
Windowpanes a-gleaming bright 

All about the town. 


Along the dusky roadway 
With soft and stealthy tread 


The Sandman comes a-creeping up 


To take you off to bed. 


Ar eIW VER RICNIC 


We drove up the river 
In Uncle John’s flivver 
And picnicked out there in the 
shade 
On oodles and oodles 
Of sugared flapdoodles 


And oceans of iced lemonade. 


LG ET Ye Sr ees 


Hark! What a clatter of horse’s 
feet! 
Lickety split, lickety split! 
Some one’s galloping down the 
Street, 
Lickety, lickety split. 


Come, children, and see John 
Gilpin ride, 
Lickety split, lickety split, 
At a breakneck pace to meet his 
bride, 
Lickety, lickety split. 


A fearless rider, a gallant beau— 
Lickety split, lickety split— 
Riding like mad, his head bent 


low, 


Lickety, lickety split! 


Ui LN 


A MUP Dr IRENE Dey ne 
I'll mount my sturdy rocking-horse 
And ride, ride, ride, 
Over the roads that wind away 
Along the countryside, 
By waving grainfields, golden brown, 
By farmstead, hamlet, village, town, 


I'll ride, ride, ride. 


Astride my willing dapple-gray 
I’ll ride, ride, ride, 
Across the sunlit plains away 
To purple mountainside; 
Through forests deep where rivers 
glide 
And gray wolves hunt and red deer 
hide, 
Til ride, ride, ride. 
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North, where the sleeping winter lies, 
I’ll ride, ride, ride; 

South, where the summer never dies, 
I’ll ride, -ride, ride; 

East, where the Dawn’s red banners 

rise, 

West, to the painted sunset skies, 

I'll ride, ride, ride. 


A> PROBEEM 


Here’s something to figure: 
A little brown nigger 
Eats melons- as big as; your 
hat, 
Yet that little nigger 
Gets not a bit bigger— 
Please’ tell “me the: {answenaate 
that. 


BLYPHER “BLATHER Skins 


Blither, blither Blatherskite 
Talks all day and talks all night, 


When he eats and when he sleeps, 


When he laughs and when he 
WEEps, 

When he runs and when he walks; 

Like some old phonograph he 
talks! 

I dare not tell the story through, 

For, 1f I should, | tear ‘that wour 

Would get so weary that you might 

Call me a blither Blatherskite. 


MY CHICKABIDDY 
Seep HiN 


My chickabiddy speckled hen 
Lays a white egg now and then 
And tells the interesting news 


With modest “Cut, 


choos!” 


cut-cut, ka- 


Then every hen about the yard 
Will cackle loud and caekle hard 
And boldly, without sign of shame, 
Each for herself the egg will claim. 
They try to make us think that 
they 
A basketful of eggs could lay. 
Yet all their fuss and noise is made 
About one egg that Biddy laid. 
The biggest boaster of them all 
Most likely never lays at all. 
We know them well, the lazy lot, 
And some fine day, as like as not, 
They'll fill our Sunday dinner pot. 
If they don’t lay they'll surely be 
Transformed to chicken fricassee! 


lis REED GaN 

«“Thistledown, Thistledown, why do 
you roam?” 

“T’m searching and searching to find 
me a home.” 

“Thistledown, Thistledown, where 
will you go?” 

‘Wherever, wherever the summer 


winds blow.” 


TEE ROOD EE RDO 


Old Mother Hubbard’s dog went to 
the cupboard 
To look for a beef bone himself. 


As you are aware, the cupboard was 
bare; 


There was nothing but dust on the 
shelf. 


Then -he set up a whine aiialen 
never to dine, 

Life isn’t worth living,” he said — 

And that was the time, as you've 


read in the rime, 
That the Dame found her poodle 
dog dead. 


EEE SRE Reset O RSE 
Clip, clipper, clop! The Baker Man 


Is coming down the street — 
We know it’s Muffins by the sound 
Of his old horse’s feet. 


The Baker’s horse has one bent leg, 
So, when he tries to run, 
His three good legs are through 
the step 
Before the fourth’s begun. 


From side to side his head will 
sway, 
His lazy ears go flop, 
As he comes pluggin’ down the 
street 


Clip, clipper, clipper, clop! 
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WHAT THE BROWN 
LEAVES TOLD yee 


We once were young and green 
and gay 

And laughed the happy days away, 

When singing birds and summer 
breeze 

Made merry in the maple trees. 

But now we're crinkled, brown, and 
old; ) 

The birds are gone, the days are 
cold 

Yet we're still happy in the sun 

And still enjoy our share of fun 

As with the roguish wind we run 

In zigzag races down the street 

To play cross-tag with children’s feet. 


THE PO) AN Deh 
KET TEs 

“Friend. Pot,” exclaimeds Wettle, 
“your frown is as black 

As though you had all the world’s 
cares on your back. 

Cheer up! Pot, old boy, wear a smile, 
if ‘yous crack |= 


“You have no good reason,” said Pot, 
“to be blue— 

But look at this mess the Cook asks 
me to stew! 

If you were a pot, you’d be sour- 
faced too. 


“On the back of the stove you can 
Test ale your, ease, 

Look out of the window, or do as 
you please; 

And enjoy, after supper, the cool 
evening breeze. . 


“But when I’m not working Cook 
always puts me 

In that pot closet prison, which, you 
will agree, 

Is as lonesome and dark as a prison 
can be. 


“And when I get old, just as likely 
ase not; 

The ash man will dump me in some 
vacant lot 

With other old rubbish to rust and 
to rot— 

A smile is too much, sir, to ask of 


Ae tele 
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THE CRUISE OF VEE ier. 


Rub-a-dub-dub, three men in a tub, 
The Butcher and Baker with me, 


Drifted one day to fabled Cathay 
Across the blue billowy sea. 


Candlestick Maker we left ashore 
Because he had promised to make 
Six candles of crimson bayberry wax 


For Miss Muffet’s birthday cake. 


Rub-a-dub-dub, only two in the tub, 


We sailed back, the Butcher 
avaral 1b 


The Baker will stay in far-off Cathay 
Where blackbirds are baked into 


pie. 


MICHAEL SKEDADDIEE 
AND PATSY SKIDOO 


Michael Skedaddle and Patsy Ski- 
doo : 

Are lads that enjoy running errands 
for you. 

Their heads are as nimble, almost, 
as their feet, 

They know every avenue, parkway, 
Annes treet 

Sure, running about is great sport 
for those two, 

Michael Skedaddle and Patsy Ski- 


doo. 
THE PEDDLER MAN 
Ever have the Peddler Man 


Ever knocking at your door, 
With a great big pack upon 

back, 

In which he kept a store? 


his 


Ever take a peek inside 
That old black wonder box, 
And see the stacks of things 
packs, 


he 


From coral beads to socks? 


Ever see the rolls and rolls 
Of ribbons in his tray, 
Green, yellow, blue, and every 

hue, 


From red to silver gray? 
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Ever wish that you could have 
New ribbons for your hair, 
When Mother’d say, “Dear, 
today, . 
I haven’t change to spare’? 


not 


And when your Mother had bought 
all | 
The things she had to use, 
Like tape and thread and darning 
yarn : 
And laces for your shoes, 


Big buttons for your Sunday coat 
And gingham for a dress — 
That Peddler thought of everything 

That she forgot, I guess. 


Ever have him tip your chin 
And call you “Sis)” andmea. 
“T’ve something for the nicest girl 
That I have met today. 


“Look here inside my old coat sleeve, 
See that pink ribbon there ? 
Now when you're dressed in Sun. 
day’s best 
Just wear that in your hair.” 


But then perhaps you haven’t, dear, 
For peddlers are no more, 
Who take big packs upon their 
backs 


And sell from door to door. 


er wacaene waiieed 


THE PEDDLER MAN 


ee IE TE Ned BA 


Iittle Patty Dake 

Ate a jelly cake, 
merpleceotipie, a ginger Snap, 
Hotbatty was a greedy chap-— 
But now he lies on Mommy’s lap 

With a tummy ache. 


= Osi ia ty. 


There’s an island in one of my old 
picture books 
Where the trees look like green 
feather dusters, 
The sky and the sea are blue as can 
be 
And the red flowers grow in big 
clusters. 
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Some brown and bare children are 
running about 
On the wide yellow seashore 
together, 
And I guess they don’t care how 
‘little they wear, 
For they always have warm, sunny 


weather. 


There’s a ship with white sails on 
the opposite page, | 
And. some - day ol “may. take a 
notion 
To sail to. the. island and play in 
the sand 
With those youngsters beside that 
blue ocean. 


IDLE-EVENING BREEZES 


When idle evening breezes stay 
To whisper tales of mystery, 
When moonbeams drive the dark 

away 
Beyond the hills, and wood sprites 
play 
A plaintive Pan-pipe melody, 
Then we are led to far, dim lands 
Of old enchantments, guided on 
Through sweet moist woods by unseen 
hands 
To where Queen Mab with fairy 
bands 


Joins elf and faun in revelry. 


BUNNY BOY 


I had an exciting adventure today, 

My little white rabbit ran frightened 
away 

From the bushes behind the thorn 
apple tree, 

And though I called, “Bunny Boy, 
GOMe aieresto= meta aa 

He kept right on jumping as fast 
as he could 

Across the green meadow and into 
the wood, 


And I 
rabbit for good! 


lost my white bunnykin 


YOUNG MR.. JIM CROW 


Quite early this morning young 
Mr. Jim Crow 
Was down at the end 
new garden plot. 
He dug up the dirt with his dex- 
TELOUSmLOC 


And_ breakfasted well 


cornethat, he vot. 


of our 


on the 


He was all washed and combed 
and slick as could be; 
His coat and his trousers were 
brushed clean and bright— 
To dress for my breakfast as early 
as he 
1 should have to get up some 
time in the night! 
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He knew a good breakfast awaited 
him there, 
Yet seemed in no hurry to come 
down to eat, 
But took time to dress with particu- 
lar care 


And 


usually neat. 


came to the table un- 


Aunt Jane says a crow is a thief 
anaab fe) yereuhe 

And wishes all crows were in 
Bally-ba-loo ; 

But Jim is so stylish and carefully 


dressed 
He. must bemabiteoraa 
man, too. 


gentle- 


BIELY “hi MKiN 
Towheaded Billy Timkin 


Is such a little mite 


They tie him by his pink big toe 


On every windy night, 
With a bit of satin ribbon, 
To his cot-bed fast and tight, 
For fear some playful gust of wind 
Will blow him far and high, 
Like a tiny fluffy feather, 
Across the wide dark sky. 
For Billy hasn’t traveled much, 
Except in autocars, 
And might not know his way about 
Among the twinkle stars. 


THE TWOFCEGGes 


The little brass clock on the kitchen 
sheliae | 
Says, “ Tickedy-tick, be quick, be 


quick.” 
My! How it hurries and worries 
itself! 
“Tick, tickedy-tick, be quick, be 
quick!” 


It chases the hours by on the run; 
They haven't a minute to stop 
for breath— 
Not even a second for rest or fun— 
They’re hustled and bustled and 
rushed to death! 


The clock that I like stands out in 
the hall. 
‘‘Take it slow and easy,  itsaye: 
“tick-tock. 
Tick-tock, tick-tock, there’s time for 
us all 
To. rest: and<to~play =andeie 
dream —tick-tock.” 


ALEXIS: PERGIVAPWIEGion 


Alexis Percival McGish 

Would go without his meals to fish. 
His fish pond was a yellow bowl, 
And, with his knitting-needle pole, 
And darning cotton for a line, 


He always found the fishing fine. 


MY RUBBER BALL 


I like to bounce my rubber ball, 
Pit-a-pat-a-pat, 

I like to watch it dance and play, 

IWiltke to hear it)sing and) Say, 
“Pit-a-pat-a-pat.” 

Sometimes high and sometimes low 

Up and down the walk I go, 
Pit-a-pat-a-pat.” | 


tle Oe OW er IGELE 


Such a biff and bang and clatter! 
What on earth can be the matter? 
One would think to hear the din 
The very roof was falling in. 


That’s brother Tom and cousin Jerry 
In the attic, making merry — 
They always have a pillow fight 


When Jerry stays here over night. 


he) 


THREE GREEDY VEEN 
FROM BAL-NA-FAD 


Three greedy men from Bal-na-fad 
On Thursday ate what bread they 
had, 
Which made their wives so hopping 
mad 
They — would 
Monday. 


baker aetiit 


not 


The men all wept, they felt sombad; 

The women laughed to see them 
sad; 

And three strong men 


Bal-na-fad 
Went hungry over Sunday. 


from 


BOY DEUS One 


Why don’t you blow your horn, 
Boy Blue, Boy Blue, 

Why don’t you blow your horn, 
Boy Blue? 

The cows are:in the corn, 

They’ve been there since early morn, 


But I haven't heard your horn, 
Boy Blue. 


You must be: fast asleep, 
Boy Blue, Boy Blue, 

You must be fast asleep, | 
Doyle. 

Erevou are in aheap 

Of fragrant hay asleep, 


How can you watch my sheep, 


Boy Blue? 


THE: FEOC® 
Drip drop, drip drop, 


The rain runs from the window top 
And trickles down the pane — 
I'll get my Noah’s Ark and play 
Another flood is on the way 
With forty days of rain. 


We'll get the animals on board, 
Have all the bread and cookies stored, 
Then Noah can embark. 
Shem, Ham, and Japheth, and their 
wives 
(If they expect to save their lives) 
Can climb aboard the Ark. 


MR. HOOK Nise 
“Hornet, Mr. Hornet, what makes 
you hurry so?” 
“TI want to mend my paper house 
Against the rain and snow.” 


“Hornet, Mr. Hornet, why do you 
always sing?” 

“Because I’m happy when I work, 

As happy: asva aking: 


“Hornet, Mr. “Hornet, what “is at 
that you say 

As here and there you fly about 

And work and work away?” 


“Poet, Mr. Poet, this is what I say: 


“T’]] sting whoever bothers me— 


” 


This is my busy day! : 


TONY S.OLDevil@ rin 


For Tony is a grand old man 


oneness the “Talian man 
Who keeps the candy store 
There, where the big bananas hang 
Outside his open door. 


When we go by on afternoons, 
From school, he calls us in 
And plays a tune or two for us 


On his old violin. 


The youngsters come from every- 
where 
For half a mile away 
To buy cream cones and candy there 


And hear old Tony play; 
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And knows just how to win 
Their little hearts by playing tunes 
On his old violin. 


His violin tells stories, too, 
And laughs and cries and sings 
When Tony’s loving fingers 
Wander up and down the strings. 


And sometimes grown-up people stand 
Outside a-peeking in, 
When Tony plays some sweet love 
song 
On his old violin. 


PEE OE RING 


sheetertotter-up—— 

And teeter totter down! 

Be careful how you mount your 
horse 

Or you will tear your gown. 


Meecier: totter up -— 
And teeter totter down! 
You may ride the sorrel horse, 


And I will ride the brown. 


Heeter totter up—— 
And teeter totter down! 
Welll ride like knights a-horseback 


Into London Town. 
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AT THE MARKEE 


When ‘this little prg went to 
‘market 


He saw a young butcher so big 
That he cried, “Weeky wee! 

It ts @asy to see 

A market's no place fornaupiee. 


\ 


OLD MAN WHY 


There was once an old man who 
was deeply intent 

On asking fool questions wherever 
he went. 

He sought information, among other 
things, 

As to why all the hop toads were 
born without wings, 

And why reed birds whistle sweet 


songs to their wives, 
While snakes never whistled a tune 


in their lives; 

Who hung the Big Dipper high 
up on the sky, 

What bent its handle, and who 
drank it dry; 

And, if really and truly the moon’s 


made of cheese, 
Who from the zew moon took a 


bite, if you please; 

And why in the world doesn’t 
somebody try 

To find out who tacked all the 


stars on the sky. 


He is wrinkled and bent, and his 
whiskers are white, 

Yet he hustles around from morning 
till night, 
Wasting his time in an effort to 
find , 
Why owls are big-eyed and_ bats 
are called blind. 

But one night he got lost while 
hunting about 

For the light that escaped when 
his candle went out. 


ONIN, Te eo aU ihe: 


I found a horrid bug that lived 
Inside a lovely rose. 

He was indeed an upstart bug 
That he should dare suppose 

He had a right to make his home 
In such a beauty spot. 

Perhaps he thought he owned the 


TOSe=—— 
Piesdida-.as like -as not. 


He wants his bedroom lined inside 
With satin, pink and white, 
And in soft perfumed silken sheets 
He wants to sleep at night. 
The impudence of these bug folks, 
To crawl up from the mud 
And boldly make themselves at 
home 
Within some fragrant bud! 


of) 


BREAKFAST TIME 


Sputter, sputter, spatter, spatter, 

Stir and beat the creamy batter, 

Fry the buckwheat pancakes 
brown. 

Through the hall a pitter-patter, 

On the stairs a clitter-clatter, 


Ned and Ben are racing down! 


PLAYING HORSE 
Sometimes when I play horse with 
Pudge 
He'll drive me clear around the 
block; 
But when I drive he will not 
budge— 


He wants 


balk! 


to play that horses 


THE GREAT KING 
CANUTE 


The great King Canute 


In his best velvet suit 
Went down to the seashore one day. 
It was thought he could sweep 


The tide back and keep 
The big roaring breakers away. 


He sat there in state, 
But the tide wouldn’t wait, 
And he got both his feet soaking 
wet, 
Caught a cold in his head, 
Went home and to bed, 
And he hasn't got over it yet. 
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A-HUNTING 
Bye-o, my Baby Bunting, 
Some day we'll go a-hunting 
And get a tawny tiger skin 
To wrap your Dolly Bunting in. 


We'll hunt in jungles far away, 

Where spotted cotton-leopards prey 
On monkeys made of tin that swing 
Between the chair legs on a string. 


Where elephants of calico 

Around and round the table go, 
And lions hide in rocky nooks 
On mountains made of picture 


books. 


So sleep, my Baby Bunting, 
For Daddy’s gone a-hunting 
To get a popper gun for you 
So you can go a-hunting too. 


TO. MY RAG DOEE 
Nancy Doll, you would be fair 
If you had curly golden hair, 
A dimpled chin, a dainty nose, 
And fat round cheeks, red like the 


TOSE. 


Your cotton face is plain and flat — 
But then you're not to blame for 
that.=> 
I love you just because you're good, 
And would not change you if | 
could. 


Pier OP A DIME 


Now, if you'll listen, I’ll read you a 
rime 

About a young shaver who picked 
up a dime. 

He started at once with a skip and 
a hop 

To the store down the street called 
the “Sugar Bowl Shop,” 

And spent his big dime for a pink 


lollypop. 


COMESIUINE VEST EON sine ay Abed Bes 
GH ROE 


Robin, Robin Redbreast 
Was calling from the tree, 
| -heard her say, “My dearie,” 
As plain as words could be. 


1 said, “Please tell the story 
That you would like to tell,” 
And, though I did not understand 


Her language very well, 


I knew that Robin Redbreast 
Was trying hard to say, 
“Up among the blossoms here, 


Well hidden safe away, 


Are four new little wonder-birds, 
Four darling babes of mine— 
And who in all this happy world 

Has babies half so fine?” 


Bi US) 


PHP eAhei Eat 


On winter evenings, when the vil- 

lage sleeps, | 

Jack Frost up from the lonesome 
meadow creeps, 

Creaking along upon the crusted 
snow 


To where he sees a yellow candle 


glow. 

And there alone all through the still, 
cold night, 

He works away with artist fingers 
light, 


Etching a picture on the frozen 
ene — 
A jeweled mountain on a_ silver 


plain. 


ACPENN Y-BOR. ASE EE 


Smack, smack, chew away, chewing 
gum and cheese, 
Crackerjack and candy sticks, as 


many as you please. 


Smack, smack, chew away, morning, 
noon, and night, 
A nickel for a mouthful, a penny 


for a bite. 


Mey DO AdsS 
Out there behind our pansy bed 
Are puddles 
float 
My Noah’s ark and toy canoe 
And Jimmy’s old 
boat. 


big enough to 


propeller 


But Mama says if we go out 
Well catch a cold, so we must 
stay 
Inside until the yard is dry— 
What good are toy boats, any- 
way? 


Why, goodness sakes’ if we must 


wait 

Until the sun dries up _the 
lawn, 

We'll never sail our ships at all — 
That puddle ocean will be 
gone! 


62 


BUMBERZINE AND HIS 
BANJORINE 
Umpty, idity! Bumberzine 
Hammered a tune on his banjorine; 
He played so fast and he played so 


sweet 

The horses danced in the village 
street, 

The red cows waltzed in the pasture 
lot 


And the chickens did the turkey trot, 

The ducks and geese began to sing, 

And the donkey danced the High- 
land fling! 

Nobody living had ever seen 

A day so gay as when Bumberzine 

Hammered that tune on his ban- 


jorine. 


LAZY-BONES SAMBO 
Lazy-bones Sambo, lazy-bones coon, 
Comes ’round to work along about 

noon ; 

Always a-hummin’ like a bee in 

June, 

Fingers a-drummin’ to his drowsy 
tune. 

Waitin’ for quittin’ time, all after- 
noon, 

Supper and sundown never come 
too soon 

To suit that lazy-bones, no-account 
coon. 


BUMBERZINE AND HIS BANJORINE 


PAP Eye PAY Ss. EINE 
Taffy was a Welshman, 

Taffy was a thief, 
Taffy came to my house 

And stole a leg of beef. 


I got a big policeman 
And went on Taffy’s trail, 
We found him eating Hamburg 
steak 
And took him off to jail. 


We brought him into court for 
trial: 
I proved the beef was mine, 
The Jury found him guilty, and 
The Judge imposed the fine. 
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The fine was forty copper cents, 
Which Taffy could not pay. 
“Then,” said the Judge, “you must 
break stone, 
For every cent, one day.” 


For forty days in sun and rain 
Poor Taffy hammered stone— 
That’s how he learned it pays to 
leave 
One’s neighbor’s beef alone. 


DEG RSEy 
Dickey has one roller skate 
And thinks it’s lots of fun 
To give one foot an auto ride 
And let the other run. 


Sometimes his skate foot goes so 
fast 
That, when he tries to stop, 
The wheels scoot out from under him 


And down he goes, ker-flop! 


PE ORGY “PORGY 
Georgy Porgy Pudding-and-Pie 
Thought he was smart enough to try 
To kiss sweet little Sally Ann, 
And that was how the fun began. 
Quick as a wink she boxed his ears 
Until poor Georgy was in tears. 


Georgy Porgy Pudding-and-Pie 
Found out it doesn’t pay to try 
To kiss the girls and make them cry. 
So now when they come out to play 
He has the sense to stay away. 


GiiGie Wy GU ACK 


eC@lickedy: clack,’ 

Said Nell to Jack, 
“Dame Trott, the gossip, 
Has come back, 


Clickedy clack! 


wielickecuarclack. 
Whatever’s done 
Beneath the sun 
From dawn to dark 
Her tongue will run, 


Clickedy clack! 


“Clickedy clack, 

The old town clock 

On Baker’s Block 

Is silent with wonder 

To hear her talk, 
Clickedy clack!” 
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THE SPRINKLER WAGON 


I hear the chuck and ruckle 


Of the sprinkler-wagon wheels, 
I hear -the ‘elickwand= clatren 
Of the big gray horses’ heels, 


I hear the swish and splatter 
@Oietite 


flow 


hundred streams that 


And the patter, patter, patter 
Of bare feet to and fro; 
I hear the screaming laughter 
Of the children as they beat 
The wet and muddy pavement 
With their happy naked feet 
As they run behind the wagon 
When it lumbers up the street. 


SMARTY ANN’S PARTY 


“Where are you motoring, my little 


maid?” 
“To Smarty Ann’s party, in Town,” 


she said. 

“Who else is invited to dine with 
you?” 

“Why, Margery Daw and Betty 
Blue, 

Miss Muffet and Jack and the 
Milkmaid fair 

And Georgy Porgy will all be 
there.” 


“And what is the menu for dinner, 


pray?” 
“Plum pudding and pie, sweet 


curds and whey.” 
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JUNE RG 


June Rose looked over my garden 
wall, 
She smiled as she beckoned to 
me, | 
So I gave a sweet kiss to that 
lovely young miss, 
And she blushed just as red as 
could be! 


TIGERS 


“There’s a tiger hidin’ in Brown's 
yard,” 
Whispered cousin Billy. 
“What nonsense are you talking 
now?” 
I said. - “Please “don't. be silly!” 
But Billy said he saw one there 
And took me, willy-nilly, 
To where, by peekin’ through the 
fence, 
We saw a tiger lily! 


CLEANTRGsGe 


Bud “says, “lf -l were-Sultan: 
Or Mikado of Japan, 
Or Emperor of “Chia; 
Or a prince of Hindustan, 
Or any mighty potentate, 
Then there would be no fuss - 
When I cut picture papers 
About cleaning up the muss.” 
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THE WHO-WHO BIRD 
When the woods are asleep and 
the wind is still, 


Away down the river below the 


old mill 

The Hoot Owl sits in a dead pine 
tree 

Calling, “Who-who— who-who ?”’ to 
me. 


His question is always the same as 

before, 
He never asks less and he never 
asks more, 


But sits like a specter high up in 


his tree, 
Calling, “Who-who— who-who ?”’ to 
me. 


Why they call an owl wise I really 
can't guess, 

There's no explanation whatever, 
unless 

They consider folks wise who take 
us to task 

Because we can’t answer the ques- 
tions they ask. 


They say that the Owl is a very 


wise bird, 

Yet we must admit it is truly 
absurd 

To sit half the night in the top 
Of aviree 


Asking that foolish question of me. 


THE BUMBEEBEE 
Bumblebee, Bumblebee, 
Humming as you go 
Across the shining sunlit field, 
Flying to and ‘fro, 
Along the lane and garden wall 
Where honeysuckles grow, 
Along the edges of the woods 


Where scented breezes blow. 


PAT O'MALLEY AND HIS 
51S TER ae ie 
Redheaded Pat O’Malley 
And his little sister Sally 
Come late to kindergarten every 
day, 
Because they shilly-shally 
On the way, and dilly-dally 
At all the candy shops along 


the way. 


ARE ce ETNA IR. 


Twenty dusty millers tried 
To catch a little mouse; 
He ran between their forty legs 
Into the Tinker’s house. 
The millers shouted at the 
gate, 
The Tinker Man came out 
And asked those twenty millers 
What the row was all about. 


“You're hiding that thief Mouse,” 
they cried, 
Each brandishing a knife. 


AND THE SMOUSE 
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“He stole a thimbleful of grain 
And we demand his life.” 
Now twenty knives would frighten 
A much braver man? than 
he, 
So he invited them inside 
That they themselves might see 
And catch the mouse who stole 
their grain, 


If such a thing might be. 


The twenty millers then ran in 


And hunted high and low, 


, They poked 
everywhere 


their long knives 


They thought a mouse could go. 


With all, they did not find the 
mouse, : 
And though they stamped and 

swore, 
Those twenty dusty millers went 
Back to their sacks once more. 


When they had gone the Tinker sat 
And smoked his pipe awhile, 
And then his nut-brown wrinkled 

face 
Expanded in a smile. 


He called the 


and sat 


Mouse, who came 
Upright upon his knee. 

“Sir Mouse,” the kindly Tinker said, 
“If we two can agree, 

You're free to live in peace within 
My little house with me. 


“Three rules, however, I will make 
Which you must keep, to stay, 
And when you break one you must 

leave 
My house that very day: 

You must not eat my solder up 
Nor gnaw my bright new tin, 
Nor quench your thirst from out 

the cup 
I keep my acid in.” 
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“Sir Tinker,’ said the Mouse, “be 
sure 

I will agree to that, 

If you'll agree with me that you 
Will never keep a cat. 

I’m not afraid of twenty men, 
However bad they be, 

But cats! Man, dear! A cat just scares 
The wits right out of me.” 

“All right,” the merry Tinker said, 
“That suits me:tova ko 


So they became the”best of friends, 
The Tinker and the Mouse, 
And they, I’ve heard, are living still 

In that same little house. 


THE BAY OF MAYONNAISE 


Three wise men sailed a bowl to 
sea, 
So says the old time ballad, 
Across the Bay of Mayonnaise 
To search for chicken salad. 


Those three wise men from Gotham 
came 
To sail the salty ocean, 
But when they found the bowl was 
cracked 
They quickly changed their notion. 


This proves, I think, how wise they 
were, 
Because ‘tis most distressing 
To swim ashore a mile or more 
In seas of salad dressing. 


i i 
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CAPTAIN DOOLEY 


Captain Dooley had heard of can- 
nibal kings 

Who did many strange and uncivi- 
lized things. 

He had read in an old story book 
somewhere 

That cannibal kings took particular 
care 

To cook all the folks who visited 
there, 

On that far-away cannibal island. 


So he sailed to the Fiji Islands to see 
If cannibal kings could really be. 
When he landed he found a big 
iron pot 
Half filled with a stew that was 
steaming hot — 
And that was as far as the Captain got 
On that far-away cannibal island. 
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“Why! this looks very much like an 
Irish stew 

That is simmering here,” he said to 
his crew, 

“And we'll be 
I. fear, 

If King What-you-call-um discovers 
us eres. 

The odor of stew always makes me 
feel queer 

On a far-away cannibal island. 


invited to dinner, 


“It’s ten o’clock now, and the king 
dines at noon! 

His cook will be looking for visi- 
tors soon. 

Look lively, my lads! There’s no 
time for delay; 

We'll all be as welcome as flowers 
in May. 

It’s Friday, you know, and an un- 
lucky day 

On a far-away cannibal island. 


“If that yarn in the old story book 
IS--thue, 

The king will be down with his 
whole retinue!” 

And back they all went on a run 
to the ship, 

Thus giving old King What-you- 
call-um the slip, 

And that was the end of the Cap- 
tain’s trip 

To that far-away cannibal island. 
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THESROAD TO: -TARLAN’ 
TOWN 


Oh, here’s a road and there’s a 
road, 

This} road runs to’ the Dee, 

And that road 
Town, 

So that’s the road for me. 


Titise, tole earlan: 


I'll take the road to Tarlan’ Town, 
The dusty road to Tarlan’ Town, 
For when I get to Tarlan’ Town 
My supper waits for me. 


pee LO) Ves ICE: 


Christopher, Christopher, mend my 
shoe, 

Stitch it and fix it, and quickly, too. 

Please, Mr. Christopher, I can’t play 


With the sole half off my old shoe 
this way! 


TELEPHONING. DAD Di 


I telephoned up town today 
And when I heard “Hello!” 
I said, “Is that yeu, Daddyedear-= 
And someone said, “Why, no, 
I’m another little kiddo’s dad 
I’m Mr. So-and-so! 


“But hold the line a minute, please, 
I'll see what I can do. 

I'll find your daddy if I can, 
And he can talk to you.” 

How did that man know who I was 


And know my daddy too? 


I’m sure I don’t quite understand 
Just how it all could be 
Unless he had some fixin’ on 
His ’phone so he could see. 
He must have had, for Daddy came 
And said “Hello” to me! 


COME WITH ME 
Come with me when the skies are 
bright, 
The flowers sweet and gay; 
Come with me when your hearts 
are light 
To sunlit woods away, 
Down where the pink wild roses 
grow 
And dogwood blossoms, white as 
snow, 
Invite the bumblebees; 
Where happy wild canaries sing 
And butterflies on painted wing 
Drift idly on the breeze— 
I wish that I might find a way 
To spend a whole long summer day 
With you—and birds—and trees! 


SIMON AND THE PIEMAN 

You've heard about the Pieman 
Going to the Fair, 

And how young Simple Simon 
Met the Pieman there. 


No pennies had poor Simon 
To buy himself a treat, 

And though he coaxed the Pieman 
He got no pie to eat. 


Simple as poor Simon was, 
His intellect was high 
When used in calculations 


Which had to do with pie. 


So Simon to the Pieman said, 
«A pretty voice have I, 

And I will cry your wares for you 
And take my pay in pie.” 


So, the bargain being made, 
He began to tell. 

What dainty things the Pieman 
Brought along to sell. 


“Oh, we have pies of every kind, 
More kinds than you can dream, 

Custard pies and pumpkin pies, 
Apple pies with cream. 


“Lemon pie and chocolate, 
Apricot and prune. 

Step right up, kind gentlemen, 
We'll be sold out soon! 


“Raisin pie and coconut, 
Cherry pie and mince, 

Big or little, hot or cold, 
Fit for any prince.” 


So he sang his song of pies 
As proud as any king. 
The merry townsfolk came and 
bought 3 


To hear good Simon sing. 


Such stacks of pies they sold that day! 
The Pieman felt so good 

That he let Simple Simon eat 
Just all the pies he could. 


SIMON AND THE PIEMAN 


WHEN 


PEDO se ewe) 
PEE CEO WEN 


Tom, Dick, and Harry play around 
Our yard in summer weather. 

They bring their poodle dog along 
And romp about together. 


One day they tried to teach the dog 
A trick, to find out whether 

A dog could balance, like a clown, 
Upon his nose a feather. 


Good Fido stood on his hind legs 
To please his master ready, 
But he could never do the trick, 


His legs were too unsteady. 
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His master had a nimble wit 
And quickly solved the puzzle, 
He stuck a wad of chewing gum 
Right on the poodle’s muzzle. 


He stuck the feather in the gum, 
Then Fido was a wonder, 

He did the trick a dozen times 
And never made a blunder. 


A RED-HEADED HUNTER 
A red-headed What’s-his-name lived 


in the wood 

Who went away hunting whenever 
he could; 

When he went a-hunting for walrus 
or snipe, 

He baited his traps with a hatful 
of tripe. 

(All small game he killed with a 
calabash pipe.) 

He chased a ‘great tiger=aroundess 
plum tree, 

Which made him so dizzy that he 
couldn't see; 

Then he called a ‘taxv and=drove 

through the glen 

lunch with the wolf 

polar bears’ den: 


‘lke in the 


It’s certain that something went 
sadly amiss— | 


He 


hasn’t been hunting from that 
day to this. 


LAND O’ THE FAIRIES 


Where the sky is blue and smilin’ 
And the golden sun’s beguilin’ 
All the feathered folk to singin’ 
Their enchantin’ melodies; 
And the brown brook runs a-splashin’ 
In the summer sunlight flashin’ 
While the wind, the lazy vagabond, 


Is sleepin’ in the trees. 


And like waves o’ sunshine, wingin’ 
Come the happy finches, singin’, 
“T)earie, dearie, dearie,” 
To the ones they love the best; 
And red robin bird is tellin’ 
How her heart with pride is swellin’ 
For the little darlin’s sleepin’ 
In the blossom hidden nest; 


Where the rose her sweetness squan- 
ders 
On the honeybee that wanders, 
Softly croonin’ his contentment 
To the drowsy summer noon; 
And the laughin’ brook rejoices 
With a hundred silver voices, 
And the fairy bands are dancin’ 
To the thrush’s magic tune. 


There sweet music you'll be hearin’, 
Tender roundelays endearin’, 
Elfin pipers softly playin’ 

Some bewitching Irish air. 
And your heart, too, will go dancin’ 
To the liltin’ tunes entrancin’ 

When in June you wander dreamin’ 


By the brooks o’ Castle Clare. 


THE CA DERE EAhes 
DANGE 


The Caterpillarnsoavesamaanee 
And all the bugs invited. 


With half a hundred fireflies 
His dancing floor was lighted. 


The Cricket on his fiddle played 
Old dance tunes most entrancing, 

And Daddy Longlegs was on hand 
To take charge of the dancing. 


At four A.M. Red Robin’s call 
For breakfast made them scurry; 

They did not stop to thank the host, 
they lett -inestieh=a hurry! 


THE SAILOR MAN 
Sing a song of a sailor man 

Who sailed the sunlit seas, 
From Boston town to Liverpool, 

The masts bent to the breeze, 


From ’Frisco to Manila Bay, 
From Sandy Hook to Nome, 

With never a sight of solid land, 
Never a thought of home. 


At Singapore he went ashore 
And bought a big balloon 

To sail across the shining sky 
Around the crescent moon. 


He drifted far to the Polar. Star, 
Millions of miles away, 
Aad lost’ his “balloon, in)-a-“deep 
lagoon 
By the shores of the Milky 
Way. 


MERCY SAKES! 
Mildred! Catherine! Mercy sakes! 
What 


makes ‘you young ones 


giggle so? 
Be careful or you'll dislocate 
Your funny bones, first thing 
you know. 
You must have found a _ tee-hee 
bush 
Where red-ripe tickle berries 
grow! 
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RAGAMUFFIN RASTUS 

Phonograph a-playin, 

Somewhere on the street, 
Ragamuffin Rastus 

Raggin’ with his feet, 
Other dusky vagabonds 

Whistlin’ the tune, 
Laughin’ at the antics 

Of that ragtime coon— 
That tag-a-rag ragtime 

Rag-a-bag coon. 


THE HOOT OWL 
Who-who, tu-who! 


owl, 


I’m an old hoot 


I live in a basswood tree, 
And they. say,> lve hearciaas tie: 
wise old bird, 


As wise as a bird can be. 


Who-who, tu-who! 
mate 
When the moon’s behind the hill, 
And wing my flight by the dim 
starlight 
When the woods are dark and still. 


I will call my 


Who-who, tu-who! 
day 
High up in my shady tree — 
And who can know when I come 
and go 
When nobody’s there to see? 


I can sleep all 


N@USNe ose als 


I live down in old Noisy Street 
Where all the children play; 
They shout and dance and sing and 

prance 
The summer days away. 
They trundle hoops and bounce the 
ball, 
Play ring around the rose; 
diheye never never, 
The noise just 
grows! 
Yet, when I listen 


Heveiestop=— 


grows and 


with my heart, 
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I think that I can hear 
Strange music mingle with that 
noise 
That carries. faint but clear, 
Through all the row the children 
make, 
Above the hum and din, 
And wonder if some hidden Elf 
Plays on his violin 
So they “may have ae-lauchime 
tune 


To romp and rollic in. 


VIN eo ints CON \s 


Yes, Mr. Scarecrow, I am sure 


That what you say is so, 
You lead a hard and lonesome life 
And little pleasure know. 


Weary and forlorn you stand 
On one peg leg all day, 
And wave your tired arms to keep 
The greedy crows away. 


You stand out in the soaking rain, 
You blister in the sun, 
h-oure at ‘your post from dawn *to 
dawn, 


Your work is never done. 


And no one gives you any praise 
For all the work you do, 

They only ridicule your clothes 
And laugh and jeer at you. 
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But I’m your friend, whoever else 
In scorn curls up his nose, 
Because you saved our growing 

corn 
From greedy, thieving crows. 


‘ 


So, when the winter winds blow 
cold, 
You'll welcome be to stay 
In our big haymow warm and snug 
To sleep the days away. 


TAM..O'’SHANTER 
Happy-hearted Tam o’ Shanter 
Likes to chaff and laugh and banter 

And dance the Highland fling. 
Spry, light-footed Tam o’ Shanter 
Likes to kick and prance and canter | 


When the bagpipes sing. 


WILLIE WALRUS 


Willie Walrus lay asleeping 
On an iceberg in the sun, 
His noonday nap enjoying 
When his morning work was done. 


By and by he got to dreaming 
And rolled over in his sleep 
And fell into the ocean, 
Which was forty fathoms deep. 


He woke up with a chuckle 
When he tumbled out of bed: 


“Goodness gracious, mercy on me!” 


Little Willie Walrus said, 


“T am tickled to be living 

For, you see, I might be dead— 
If the ocean had been frozen 

I'd have cracked my silly head!” 


Sew BBY: 


We made a playhouse on the porch 
And had our rooms all clean 
and neat, 
When Stubby came a-clumpin’ up 
With mud on his clodhopper 


feet. 


He knew he was not welcome there— 

Ruth, with the broomstick, made 
nets Menta 

So Stubby turned around and went 

A-clumpin’ down the steps again! 
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PLINKERTY-PLUNK: 
KER-PANG! 


Out in the jungle the ’Rangoutang 


Played on his banjo, plinkerty-pang |! 

Danced and whistled and laughed 
and sang, 

“Come, swing and sing and dance 
with me, 

We shall be happy and gay and 
free 

Up in my jolly old jungle tree.” 

diene hie 
ripperty-bang, 


played on his _ banjo, 


Plinkerty-plunk, ker-pink, ker-pang! 


BEDTIME 


It’s nine o'clock and after, 


By the chime-clock on the shelf: 


Old Pussy Cat is purring, 
Purring softly to herself, 
And Mama, reading, drowses, 
In her willow rocking-charr, 
While Towser Dog lies snoozing 
On the hearth rug over there; 
And my head goes nid-nodding, 
As my thoughts a-dreaming stray — 
It’s bedtime, children! Bedtime! 
Put those story books away! 


Pe EAL CN TGs WN Chit 


“Why, merciful sakes! A_ basket 
of snakes! 

Where are you going to take 
them?” | 
“Oh, just down the road, where 

Lizard and Toad 
Are building 


them.” 


to bake 


a fire 


PRINCE PAJAMAPANTS 


His Highness, Prince Pajamapants, 
Dressed all in baby blue, 
Rides on a prancing rocking-horse 
As all young princes do. 

He has a castle made of blocks, 
Tin soldiers at his call, 

For he is Prince of all the Land 
From Dining Room to Hall. 
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THE GOOD *SHIt 


Four men went to sea in a big 
wooden tub, 
Not one of the four was a sailor— 
The Butcher, the Baker, the Candle- © 
Stick man, 
And Buttons, the old village 
tailor. 


“Yo-ho!” they all sang, “and a rub- 
a-dub-dub, 

Sing, Hol terete 
rover —-" 

Then a green curling wave came 


life of “4 


tumbling aboard, 
And the good ship “Tub” went 
right over! 


At last, one by one, they scrambled 
ashore =— 
They were wrecked where the sea 
was quite shallow-— 
And Baker went back to his biscuits 
once more, 
And Candleman went to his 


tallow 


Poor Butcher went back to his cleav- 
ers and knives, 
To his thimble went Buttons, the 
tailor, 
And they sang as they worked, 
“Yo-ho! for the sea! 
It’s a very fine place for a sailor!” 


THES GOODeSHIPe TUB: 


THE WOODPECKER MAN 


Red-headed lumberjack, Woodpecker 
Man, 


Hammer and hammer as loud as you 


can, 

Hammer and batter at Mr. Grub’s 
door, 

Hammer and knock till your knuckles 
are “sore, 

Hammer and bang at your old hol- 
low. tree. 

It’s hard work for you, but it’s music 
for me! 


TACK -AND JILE 


Jack and Jill went up the hill 
To get a pail of water 
Jack was the Baker’s only son 


And Jill the Miller’s daughter. 


When Jack fell down and broke 
his crown, 
There was no question whether 
His Jill would come a-tumbling 
to0=— 
They always went together. 


When Jack got up and rubbed his 
head, 
He found his Jill beside him, 
She never would foresake her Jack, 
Whatever might betide him. 


So, holding hands, they home did 
trot 
As fast as they could=caper 
Jack’s mother put him into bed 
And patched his crown with 


paper. 


Wherever you may find a Jack, 
A Jill you’ll soon discover, 
For every Jack a sweetheart has, 

And every Jill a lover. 


FIDDLESTACKS 
“Fiddlesticks, Fiddlesticks, where 


have you been?” 

“I’ve been up to Windsor to play 
for the Queen.” 

“Now, Fiddlesticks, tell me, what 
tune did you play?” 

“Why, no tune at all, for they drove 
me away!” 


I'M NOT AFRAID 


I’m not afraid when I wake up 
When all the lights are out 

And hear the crying, lonesome wind 
Go prowling all about. 


I'm not afraid when footsteps seem 
To creep along the stair, 

Nor when | hear a gnawing mouse 
Inside the wall somewhere. 


And even when the curtains blow, 
And round my bedroom wall 
Queer spooky shadows come and go, 

Ismeenotealraid eat all, 


For Daddy is a big brave man 
And our twin beds are made 
Up close together, side by side— 


Why should I be afraid? 


SIR-LONGTAIL* MOUSE 


“Why, how do you do, Sir Longtail 
Mouse, 
And where do you stay all day?” 
“J stay in the wall of the pantry 
hall 
And nibble and nibble away.” 


“But what will you do when winter 
comes 
And the walls are cold as ice?” 
“With paper and strings and other 
odd things 
My nest will be warm and nice.” 
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“What in the world will you ever do 
If Tabby Cat finds you out?” 
Goinke = in Grand- 


mother’s lap— 


taking a nap 


That's why I’m gadding about!” 


“You'd better watch out or some 
fine day 
You'll meet with a sad mishap.” 
“I’m quite unconcerned because I’ve 
learned 
To know every kind of trap.” 


“Go back, Sir Mouse, to your pantry 
wall, 


It’s the wisest thing to do, 


For old Tabby Cat often catches, 
AVS Taleve 
A mouse quite as clever as you!” 


MY RIDING HORSE 
My daddy’s foot is a riding horse, 


His slipper is a saddle, 

His hands the reins I tightly hold 
To keep me safe astraddle— 
Galloping up and galloping down 
the rocky road to Dublin. 


I ride pell-mell with all my might 
Up the road and down again, 
Because, before it’s candlelight, 
I must get back to town again— 
Galloping up and galloping down 
the rocky road to Dublin. 


Pie WEDDING CAKE 


The miller met the baker 

And the jolly baker said, 
«“Brine-me a sack. of ~four, 

I must bake the weaver’s bread.’ 
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Said the miller to the baker, 
“Tf I could have my way, 

I’d have you make a wedding cake 
Instead of bread today! 


“The weaver has a daughter 
And, some day, we hope to wed.” 
“He has ‘wo daughters, I believe,” 
The smiling baker said, 


«And I’d like to be a bridegroom 
The selfsame day as you. 

Suppose we make a wedding cake 
Quite big enough for two?” 


So they went to see the weaver, 
And the weaver, laughing, said, 

“No doubt my daughters will prefer 
A wedding cake to bread.” 


And at the merry wedding feast 
Two happy blushing brides 

Gave two big slices to each guest 
And took some home besides. 


PUMPKTEN- PIES 


That Peter Pumpkin-Eater chap 
Could keep a wife quite well 
With nothing in the house to eat 

But pumpkin in the shell. 


When you grow up and get a wile, 
I hope you'll be too wise 

To ask your Ladylove to live, 
Alone, on pumpkin pies. 


AWAY SHE GOES! 

Let us have a foot race! 
One-two-three! 

Everybody in his place! 
The bumblebee, 

On the line and steady, * 
The rooster crows, 

Now, if you are ready, 
Away she goes! 


THE LITTLE MOTHER 


“Dear Doctor, is my dolly ill?” 
‘“Tndeed, she is,” he said. 

“Weill give her this pink candy pill 
And put her right to bed. 


“This case is hardly in my line, 
For I’m an allopath. 
Her hips are badly out of joint— 


You need an ost’opath.” 


BETTY JANE AND THE 
MOUSE 


One day when sister Betty Jane 
Was cleaning up the house, 
She spied behind the kitchen stove 

A tiny, bright-eyed mouse. 


My! How Betty Jane did scream 
She quickly got the broom 
And chased that poor bewildered 

mouse | 
All up and down the room. 


He managed, somehow, to escape, 
And that made my heart glad — 
I knew, poor little creepy mouse, 


What dreadful thoughts he had. 


Because I dreamed one night that | 
Was in a giant’s house 
And that they chased me out with 
brooms — 
They thought 7 was a mouse! 


WHEN MOMMY’S NEAR 
Last night I heard big raindrops 


come 
Against my window splashin’ 

An’ saw the black clouds catch afire 
From crooked lightnin’ flashin’. 


An’ nen th’ rain came tumblin’ down 
A-peltin’ an’ a-pourin, 

A-swashin’ on the wall outside 
An’ on the shingles roarin’. 


Th’ wind went swishin’ all about 
An’ set the tree tops tossin’— 

But I was out o' bed by then 
An’ through th’ hallway crossin’. 


Th’ thunder went, “Ker-bang!” like 


that, 
Right there, where I was stand- 
in’ — 
But then I was in Mommy’s room 
Aside the stairway landin’. 


Dh “lehtnin’ licked in,.<blindin? 
bright, 
An’ thunder cracked behind it— 


But then I was in Mommy’s arms, 
An’ so I didn’t mind it. 


Th’ wind blew in th’ pourin’ rain 
Against th’ window splashin’, 
Th’ lightnin’ kep’ a-blazin’ out, 
An’ thunder kep’ a-crashin’. 
But thunder couldn’t scare me then, 
With Mommy there beside me, 
An’ lightnin’ couldn’t blind my eyes 
With Mommy’s arms to hide me. 
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CHRISTMAS VETS 


Jack Horner rode his rocking-horse 
Along the snow-white highway, 
A-looking for the Pieman’s house 


Up every lane and byway. 


Jack did not know the way to go, 
So asked young Simple Simon; 
Said he, “Behind the sugar mill 
You'll find the penny Pieman.” 


Jack found the Pieman, sure enough, 
As Simon had directed, 

And bought a dozen Christmas pies 
For less than he expected. 


When he got 
his pies 


home, he stacked 


Up in the pantry corner; 
“Now IIE spénd~ Christmas as 
should,” | 
Said little Jacky Horner. 


WHAT THE BELES: SAY 


What do the bells 
high 

Up in the steeple against the sky? 

Is. thefe a story that. each serears 
bell 

Tries with his giant voice to tell, 

Some wonderful story, ages old, 

That bells all over the world have 
told? 

I wonder if what you hear can be 

The beautiful story they tell to me? 


say, ringing 
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And puts ’em in big pans to bake 


On every Friday morning. 


I think it would be hard to beat 


Those ginger cookies 


brown and sweet 


That Aunty bakes for us to eat 


On every Friday morning. 
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fa UG: 
The bumblebee said to the quick 
whirligig, 


Silewurnish, the: muse, if: :youtll 
daneevan iia, 

“All right,” said the whirligig, “hum 
Meramtunes |) 


And [ll dance till I hop up as high 


as the moon.” 


HONEY BOY 
Honey Boy, Honey Boy, 


Cut a maple tree, 
Make it into firewood 
And bring it home to me. 


Honey Boy, Honey Boy, 
Build my fire high, 
I will make a chocolate cake 


And bake an apple pie. 


PICKAPACK 


When Bud gets his pajamas on 
And says his little prayer, 

His mommykin will stand him on 
The arm of her big chair 

So he can mount upon his horse 
And, when good-nights are 

said, 

Ride pickapack on. Daddy’s back 

Up the stairs to bed. 


THE. JINGLE? itn 


A man came down from Jingle Town 
All dressed up like a circus clown 
In ruffs and ribbons gay, 

With silver spangles on his hose 
And scarlet pompons on his clothes, 
His mandolin to play. 


When village folks heard him begin 
To play his yellow mandolin 
And sing a jingle song, 
They straightway left their work 
and ran 
To see that merry jingle man 
And follow him along. 


They laughed at all his silly rimes 
And encored him a dozen times, 
But, when he passed his hat 
To get a penny or a dime, 
They walked away—they had no 
time 


For nonsense such as that! 


ENA MEENA AND 
MINAH MO 
Who was that Ena Meena man 
And who was Mina Mo, 
And why did Ena Meena catch 
A nigger by the toe? 


And was it Mister Meena man 
Or Mister Minah Mo 

Who wanted, when he hollered out, 
To let the nigger go? — * 


Some say that Minah caught him 
And, when he hollered so, 

That Ena took the nigger’s part 
And Minah let him go. 


AN EASTER EGG 
You've heard how Humpty Dumpty 


once, | 
When sitting on a wall, 
Became so dizzy that he got 


A sudden dreadful fall, 


And how the king’s swift horses 
And the king’s best riding men 

Went galloping adown the road 
rom pickeninup sagan, 


Perhaps you think that when he 
fell 
And landed with a crash, 
That he lay limp and helpless there, 
Just broken all to smash. 
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Although he was a bit upset 
By falling from the wall, 

The truth about the matter is 
He wasn’t hurt at all. 


He didn’t crack his painted face 
Nor break a crooked leg, 

For Humpty Dumpty really was 
A hard-boiled Easter egg! 


WHEN SAMBO PLAYS 
HIS BANJO 
I like to hear old Sambo play 
His banjo in the old-time way 
And watch his nimble fingers prance 
Over the strings in a merry dance — 
Ker-pling! Ker-plinkerty, plung! 


He croons some half-forgotten tune 
Of humming honeybees in June 
And dreams of happy childhood days 
In old Kentucky as he plays, ° 
Ker-pling! Ker-plinkerty, plung! 


FROM TU-NU-NAK TO 
KO-DI-AK 

A pilot flew his big airplane 
From Tu-nu-nak to Ko-di-ak, 
And then he flew it back again. 
When he got back to Tu-nu-nak, 
He could not find a place to stay, 
' So he flew back to Ko-di-ak, 
Around by fog-bound Un-im-ak, 


A thousand miles away. 


SKINNY “PERKINS 


Skinny Perkins lost a tooth, 
Fle has ttonwausuing: 

He says that when he pulled it out 
It hurt like everything. 


Perhaps, when Skinny grows up big, 
He'll be a dentist man, 

‘Cause he can pull out people’s teeth 
If anybody can. 


GEOUDY SHIPS 
The high blue sky is the sea I sail 


Tn ships as white as snow. 
To wonderful lands with silver shores 
My flying cloud ships go. 


To lands where golden cities stand 
On hills by the shining sea— 
Come lie on the grass with me and 
sail 


My white cloud ships with me. 
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CROSSPATCH, PA 


Our Larry Boy’s a crosspatch, 
As everybody knows, 

‘Most any little thing will start 
The teardrops down his nose. 


He wrinkles up his chubby face, 
When he gets cross and cries, 

And digs his tight-shut little fists 
Into his tight-shut eyes. 


Blue eyes as bright as summer skies, 
Glad sunshine after rain — 

Our kisses drive the clouds away 
And bring the smiles again. 


PAST RY: TOME 
Put on your dainty muslin gown 
And go with me to Pastry Town, 
Where they have cruller trees for 
shade, 
And churches are of pie crust made 
With frosted roofs and candy tiles 
That can be seen for miles and 
miles; 


Where houses made of gingerbread 
Have sugar shingles green and red; 


Where Zu-Zu 


snaps and Necco 
sweets 
Are used as bricks for paving 
SH ECLs: 


Together we'll walk up and down 


And _ feast 


Town. 


our eyes. on sh asrny 


PASTRY TOWN 


SNUG IN BED 


When Jack Frost blows his icy 
breath 
On 
them white, 
And North Wind cracks his whip 
and drives 
The drifting snow with all 
his might, 


windowpanes to _ freeze 


Oo! but it’s shivery upstairs 
When I go up to bed at night! 
But when I get all snug in bed 
Then I don’t mind the cold 
and storm; 
It's fun when winter howls outside 
To lie in bed all snug and warm. 


Q2 


MY BINGO DOG 


I take my woolly dog to bed, 
An’ nen if robbers prowl 

About my bedroom in the dark 
My Bingo dog’ll growl. 

His teeth are sharp as carpet tacks, 
An’ my! how he can bite! 

Old robbers better stay away 
From my bedroom at night, 

‘Cause Bing’ll bite ’em all*to bits 
If ever they should dare 

To come a-prowlin’ in my room 
When he’s a-watchin’ there. 


A.CHRISTMAS DINNER 


Red Fox woke up one winter night 
When all the world was cold and 
white, | 
And to his sleepy wife he said, 

“TI hate to leave my cozy bed, 

But then tomorrow’s Christmas, so 

There’s nothing else to do but go 

And find a dinner, if I can.” 

And up he got and off he ran 

‘To farmer Dunn’s where lived, he 
knew, 

The finest goose that ever flew. 

That afternoon the farmer’s wife 

Had sharpened up her butcher knife 

And killed the goose herself so they 

Could feast themselves on Christmas 
day. 

When Red crept up along the shed 


And found that fat goose hanging, 
dead, 

He said, “By cracky! Can it be 

Someone’s been here ahead of me?” 

And as he went with drooping head 

Across the fields and back to bed 

He wondered what his wife would 
say 

To dining out on Christmas day. 


MY DRESS 


My Mama made a dress for me 


Of snowy muslin stuff; 
But, it’s so very short, I guess 


She hadn’t cloth enough. 


It doesn’t reach down to my knees, 


A HOLE IN=FH iE Sika 
A driller named Doyle made a 


So both my knees are bare — fortune in oil 


But Mama says she thinks it is And built a great mansion so high 


That sparks flying bright from his 


The sweetest dress I wear. 


chimney at night 
Burned a hole in the top of the 
sky. 


A FRIENDICY SG Aula 


I went out to call on Dame Hubbard 
one day, 
But found that her wonderful 
dog was away! 
The cupboard was bare, so I went 
to the phone 
And ordered my _ butcher to 


send up a bone. 


THERE ONCE WAS A 
CHINAMAN 


There once was a Chinaman, so 
I’m told, 
wore a green coat, with but- 


Who 


Who 


Who 


Who 


Who 


Who 


Who 


tons of gold, 

never was young and never 
got old, 

never got warm and_ never 
got cold, 

never -got up and never sat 
down, 

never could smile and never 
could frown, 

never could laugh and never 
could cry, 

never was hungry and never 
was dry. 
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Where did that man live and what 


did he do? 

Well, so I am told (and maybe 
it’s true), 

He lived on the clock shelf out 
in the hall, 

All by himself, and did nothing 
at all 


But stare at a picture that hung 
on the wall. 


THE TINKER MAN 


Rap, tap, tap, hammer on a can, 
Rap, tap, tap.l’mthe Tinker Mans 
I'll mend your umbrella, 

Or fix your baking pan, 

Your shoes repair or cane a chair, 


For I’m the Tinker Man. 


Rap, tap, tap, drive the tivets righ 

Rap, tap, tap, make the boiler tight== 

I'll patch the leaky kettle 

From which the water ran, 

Oil up the clocks, repair the locks, 
For I’m the Tinker Man. 


Tramp, tramp, tramp, everywhere I 
gO, 

Tramp, tramp,. tramp) “sunivor gare 
or snow.— 

Up the road and down the road, 

From. Jericho to-an: 

Day by day I make my way, 
For Pm the Tinker Man. 


“BONGEBONG! BONG!” 
“Bong! Bong! Bong!” 
Saint Michael’s clock strikes three 
It’s three o’clock in the morning 
And no one’s awake but me. 


“Bong! Bong! Bong!” 
Goes ringing across the sky 


To tell the time to the lonesome stars 
And the white moon sailing high. 


“Bong! Bong! Bong!” 

And the night wind runs away 
To sleep in the woods a little while 
And wait for another day. 


“Bong! Bong! Bong!” 

With his great voice sounding deep, 
He counts the hours that fly away 
When all the world’s asleep. 


PER eh Ye EtO P 

Hippity-hop, the kangaroo 

Went off across the plain, 
With giant hops he raced away 
Across the desert plain that day 
And back he never came, they say, 

Hippity-hop again. 
Hippity-skippity-hop he went, 

Hippity-skippity-hop. 
To hop and skip was what he knew 
Beyond a doubt just how to do— 
So swiftly went that kangaroo 

He really couldn't stop! 
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TWO ROLY-POLY POLAR 
BEARS 


Two roly-poly polar bears 
A-rompin’ in the snow, 

Two roly-poly polar bears 
A-slidin’ to and fro, 

And mother bear a-scoldin’ ’em 
“Be careful what you do, 
For slidin’ on the frozen snow 

Will wear your breeches through. 


bf 


“Now, if you wear your breeches out, 
You'll be a pretty sight 

At a polar birthday party 
Some chilly arctic night! 

And if you wear your breeches out, 
You'll have to go to bed 

While I patch ’em up with leather 
And a bit of cotton thread.” 


iS > 
bee 
\ 


Ae 
4 My Sh & = 
WV A SSK, arn 7 
. YY) ant >: 


Tay 


fg Rs 


TIMID: THEOUGrS 


Timid little Theodore 
Had an awful fright; 

He heard a spooky-wooky noise 
Sometime in the night. 


He rolled himself up like a ball 
Deep down in the bed, 
‘Cause always when he hid away 
The spooky noises fled. 


THE TAMALE MAN 


Mexican, Mexican Dan, 


Chicken Tamale man, 
Travels this way 


SANTA’S FRIEND 


With his tray every day 
“Umbrellas! Umbrellas!’ 


Called the Umbrella Man, 
“T’ll mend ’em neatly while you wait, Mexican, Mexican Dan, 
['ll*mend ’em at a bargain rate— 
Tomorrow it may be too late, 

So bring ‘em while you can.” 


Calling as loud as he can. 


Chicken Tamale man, 
Is jolly and fat, 
Lives under his hat, 
I quickly ran into the street And sleeps just wherever he can. 
And found the mender there; 
Saicial.<taere isemy. parasol 
That Santa brought me for my doll, 
Burilecan't open it! at all, 
It catches here somewhere.” 


He fixed it in a little while 
With wire bright and fine; 
And, when I offered him some pay, 
He said, “I make no charge today 
To mend what Santa gave away, 
For he’s a friend o’ mine.” 


So Nee OMmEOR=CAPTAIN 
KIDD 

Sing Ho! for captain Kidd 

As he sailed, as he sailed, 
To capture treasure ships, 

As he sailed. ; 
And the gold, at his command, 
Was all buried in the sand 


By his buccaneering band 
As he sailed. 


Oh, they caught bold Captain Kidd, 
As he sailed, as he sailed, 
And this is what they did, 
As he sailed: 
Up between the earth and sky, 
On a yardarm swinging high, 
They hung him up to dry, 
As he sailed. 


© VbnINGsGOlLrE 
Old King Cole was a merry old 


soul 
And a merry old soul was he, 
He called for his pipe 
And he called for his bowl 
And he called for his fiddlers three. 


Old King Cole was a happy old 
soul, 

For a beautiful pipe had he; 
‘Titjesstem. lam’ told, 
Had a wide band of gold 

Engraved with the letters K. C. 
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Old King Cole was a careless old 
soul, 

Careless and heedless, too. 
Quite often he smoked 
Till his family choked 

And his castle with smoke was 


blue! 
Old King Cole 


tempered soul 


was a _ quick- 
And he frowned a terrible frown, 
“T think some one hid 
My old pipe-—if he did 
I'll fry him in fat till he’s brown!” 


Old King Cole was a generous 
soul; 

“Don’t take it to heart, boys,” said 
he, 
“Whenever I scold, 


Just remember I’m old 


And play something lively for me.” 


i 
Hy 


MARGUERITE CORDELUY RAPE 


Miss Marguerite Cordelia Rapp 

Puts on her gingham dusting cap 

And makes the beds, and dusts about, 
And hangs the family washing out. 
She curls her baby dolly’s hair 

And ties a bow on Teddy bear. 

And then there’s ironing to do 

And clothes to mend for dolly, too. 
There’s so much work to do each day 
Poor Margie has no time for play. . 
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THE SHADOW MAN 


The Shadow Man on sun-bright days 
Runs up and down the yard with 
me, 
He hops and jumps and skips and 
plays 
And mimics me in artless ways 


Quite comical to see. 


Hard games of tag he does not 
mind; 
He’s in and out and everywhere, 
But never lags an inch behind; 
And when I rest I always find 


Him resting with me there. 


Sometimes he’s very tall and thin, 
Sometimes he’s very short and 
stout, 
A queer broad-shouldered manikin, 
Sometimes as like me as my twin, 
He follows me about. 


JOHNNIE 
JACK-O’--LANTERN 
My Johnnie Jack-o’-Lantern is an 
odd young man, 
He stays out late at night any time 


he can. 


His face is always bright with a 
smile at night, 
But is wrinkled up with frowns in 


broad daylight. 


JU NEDLN EY GREG Kia 
Jiminey crickety, ginger blue! 
The mouse ran up the chimney flue, 
Up and up till he scrambled out 
On the chimney top and looked 

about. 

As far as his little eyes could see 
An endless city there seemed to be. 


But he saw a greater sight than 
phate 

Up in a window sat Thomas Cat! 

And _ the 


chimney flue, 


mouse ran dowz the 


Jiminey crickety, ginger blue! 


A. BASHFUL as 
Thomas Henry Harrison 

Is a bashful lad. 
Clothes, besides some breeches, 

Tommy never had. 
Except a gingham shirt waist, 

A collarwand@asties 
TH whasn anysclothes: 

So naturally he’s shy. 


DIGI Ye © Wat 
Say, Dicky Dout, your big toe’s out! 
Halfway in and halfway out; 
If you don’t put your slippers on, 
The way you run about, 


First thing you know your other toe 
Will be a-stickin’ out! 


NAN-NOO OF KOTZEBUE 


NAN-NOO OF KOTZEBUE 


Up in the land of frost and snow 
Nan-noo, a little Eskimo, 
Lived in a cozy ice igloo 
North on the shores of Kotzebue. 
Now, Nan-noo had no painted ‘toys 
Nor picture books, like city boys. 
So, when he played, he harnessed 
“7 up , | 
His whalebone sled and husky pup 
And with his playmates raced about 
Among the igloos in and out. 
They played at hunting polar bears 
And catching seals and chasing 
hares, | 
And made snow men and houses too, 
As boys in every country do. 


He didn’t mind the cold and storm, 


His parka hood was soft and warm, 

His socks were made of rabbit 
skin, 

His boots of fur. No cold got in 

To numb a heel or pinch a toe, 

However rough the wind might 
blow. 

When Nan got tired of his play 

And put his whalebone sled away, 

His mother tucked him up in bed 

In soft warm furs from foot to 
head, 

And told him bedtime wonder tales 

Of-men who came to hunt for 
whales 

In big kayaks with great white sails 

From far Sunlands, all warm and 
nice, 


Where people never heard of ice; 


‘Till Nan-noo at last was fast 
asleep 

And sailing dream ships on the 
deep. 


Far north on frozen Kotzebue 
Are happy children, just like you. 
Nan-noo was just as happy there 
As any youngster anywhere. 


SALLING: TELE Shea ay 
BOWL BOAT 


After dinner Sailor Jack 

Set the “Gravy Bowl” afloat 
And sailed across the table white 
To wonder islands of delight 


In damask seas remote. 


He sailed his trim blue china ship 
Down knife and fork lagoons 

Until he came to Silver Bay, 

Where he at anchor safely lay 
Behind a reef of spoons. 


He went adventuring along 
Bold coasts where crested breakers 
roared, 
And found great hills and rocks and 
trees 
Of bread and celery tops and cheese 
Wherever he explored. 


I wish to far enchanted lands 
That you and I might take a trip, 

And maybe some fine holiday 

Friend Jack will let us sail away 
In his blue china ship. 


Pik Ses sORS GRINDER 
MAN 


iiehear the! tinkle of his bell 
And hear the song he sings to tell 
All pretty maids and thrifty wives 
To bring their shears and carving 
knives 
And have them ground like new. 


He'll grind your scissors blades so 
keen 

They'll cut out pictures slick and 
clean; 

And, when you pay, he'll give you 
back 

Your change from his old money sack 

And nod his thanks to you. 


A sack of money! Mercy me! 
How rich that grinder man must be! 
/ plan to make, when / get big 
A. scissors-grinding whirligig 


And make some money too! 
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BETTY BROWN 
No one had heard of Betty Brown 
Until one day she tumbled down, 
As she came from the corner store, 
And spoiled the pretty dress she 


wore. 

She went for fresh-laid eggs to 
make 

White frosting for - the Sunday 


cake, 
And, running home, she fell and 
broke 
The eggs, and every yellow yolk 
Besmeared her stockings and_ her 
dress 
And Betty cried in sore distress, 
And shook with sobs, as well she 
might, 
In such a sorry, helpless plight. 
Soon everybody in the town 
Was laughing over Betty Brown 
And so at once she rose to fame— 
On every tongue was Betty’s name. 


HIPPY ) GOP Se 
Hippy, hoppy Hop Toad 
Down the garden lane, 
Hop along, hop along, 
It’s a-going to rain. 
You can find a dry place 
In a turnip top, 


Little spotty Hop Toad 
Hippy, hippy, hop. 


Pe ErNG OED-TIME 
STORIES 
When I tell an old-time story 
To Kate I have to take 
Great pains to tell it all just so, 
If I make one mistake, , 
She'll say; “It doesn’t go ¢had way, 
[his way it ought to be,” 
And then / have to listén 
While she tells it all to me. 


GOOSEY, GOOSEY GANDER 


Goosey, Goosey Gander, 
Supposing we meander 
About the garden, here and there, 
And up and down the lane? 
But, mind you, Goosey Gander, 
If you get up your dander, 
And stretch your neck and scold 
at me, 


Illetever so again. 


RACING THE DAR 


I rode my pony far away 

Over the hills one summer day, 
Over the hills and down the glen, 
Then galloping home we came again. 


Galloping hard and galloping fast 

We ‘reached the wide white road 
atest: 

The wide white road my pony knew, 

And over that road we fairly flew, 

For Night’s black band from every- 
where, 

On shadowy horses through the air 

Rode swiftly up behind us there, 

Trying to catch us unaware. 


Men at the Crossing watched us go, 
Wondering why we galloped so. 
We didn’t stop to tell them why, 
But, like the wind, we galloped by 
Around the bend and out of sight, 
Racing the Dark that summer night. 


AP EOP PER PLO eae 
GARDEN 


Sweet little Molly Marden 
Has a pepper pickle garden 
Where green and crimson pickle 
vines 
Go climbing up a stick. 
She knows just how to grow them, 
How to water, weed, and hoe them, 
Nobody else in all the world 
Knows how to do the trick. 


If little Molly Marden 


Should neglect her pickle garden, 
Where would Peter Piper find 


A pepper patch to pick? 
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WHAT [D LIKE Teaer 
I'd like to be a sea gull 


Some sunny summer day 
And sail the breeze on widespread 
wings 
Over the sun-bright bay, 
When flocks of white-winged sea 
birds 
About the harbor fly, 
And _ puffs of white cloud drift 
across 


The deep blue, shining sky; 


When long white lines of breakers 
Race up along the sand, 

And tall white ships sail seaward 
To some far distant land; 


When sailboats beat to windward, 
Tossing the silver spray, 

And waves flash back the sunlight, 
And swift sea swallows play. 


I'd like-to bea sea gull 
One whole long summer day, 
With wind and wave and sunshine 


And sea birds on the bay, 


Ai es 


basket full of apples on the 
kitchen floor, 
sack full of flour behind the 
kitchen door, 


A 


aN 


Butter on the table and sugar on 


the shelf — 
What kind of pie for dinner? Guess 
it for yourself! 


Sexo eORE T 
You say you'll whisper in my ear 
Something just for me to hear — 
Is it a secret? Very well, 
I'll promise you I’ll never tell, 
Unless, my dear, I chance to hear, 
“T love you bushels, Daddy dear,” 
And then I'll be so glad and proud 


il tell the round world right out 
loud! 


SDE COOEUS BLACK 
BEARD 
Old Goofus Black Beard was the 
name 
Of a terrible robber man. 
He frightened the doll folks out 
of their wits, 
They knew by his looks he would 
tear them to bits; 
At the sound of his name _ they 
went into fits, 
So fierce was that robber man. 


Captain Jinks was a soldier brave 
And was made of the strongest 
tin, 
On his iron horse he galloped about, 
He rode till he hunted that robber 
out, 
He caught him and bound him 
with ribbon stout 
And brought him a captive in. 
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Who do you think the bandit was 
That terrorized them all? 
Nobody but Jack-in-the-Box, they say, 
Who had broken his spring and 
got away, 
And had changed his name to 


plunder and slay, 
And kidnap some baby doll. 


All Toyville turned out to a man 
To help that soldier grim; 
They threw Jack back in his prison 


box, 

They fastened it tight with bars 
and locks 

And loaded the lid with building 
blocks, 


And that was the end of him. 


JUG-A-RUM 
“Jug-a-rrum!” said the frog, 
As he sat on a log, 

“Jug-a-rum! 
Who will come out and play 
. This fine summer day? 
Jug-a-rum!”’ 
And they called back to him, 
“We will all take a swim, 
Jug-a-rum | 
We will dive off your log 
And play at leapfrog, 


Jug-a-rum, jug-a-rum, jug-a-rum!”’ 


WISHBONES 


When you pull a wishbone, 
Crook your finger tight, 
Make a wish for money, 
Pull with all your might; 
When you break a wishbone, 
Get the biggest end, 
Mieco aii avou are lucky 
Youll find a dime to spend. 


DADDY LONGLEGS 


Daddy, Daddy Longlegs, 


How do you do today? 


The way you wander all about, 


You must have lost your way. 


Daddy, Daddy Longlegs, 


Be careful where you go, 


Old Hop Toad’s down the garden 


Where the jonquils grow. 
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A BOLD BAD PIRATE MAN 


I once knew a pirate long ago, 
Ever so long ago, 

Who wore a bandana around his head 

And around his waist a sash of red, 
“Ever so long ago, 


A calico shirt and a coateotmam = 
Ever so long ago, 

A silver buckle to latch each shoe, 

A knife, a cutlass, and pistols too, 
Ever so long ago. 


Tanned by the sun and wind was he, 
Ever so long ago, 
His beard was black as a_ beard 
could be, 
His teeth as white as the foaming sea, 
Ever so long ago. 


I sailed with him when IJ was a lad, 
Ever so long ago, 
And fought in the terrible fights 
he had, 
Although he was wicked and black 
and_ bad, 


Ever so long ago. 


I'll never forget the trips I took, 
Ever so long ago, 
Along the coast of the chimney nook 
With that pirate man in my picture 
book, 


Ever so long ago. 


A BOLD BAD PIRATE MAN 


GOOD-BY, SUN 
The yellow Sun is sinking down 


Far in the glowing West. 
His journey has been long, and he 
Entitled is to rest. | 


The Sky is piling heaps of clouds, 
Weep: pillows for his head, >>. 
Old Night her softest robes will fling 

Across his splendid bed. 


And then she’ll set the Stars about 
For candles, and will keep 


Loving watch beside his bed 
_ That none disturb his sleep. 


Before glad Morning wakes him up 
To start another Day, . 

Sweet Night will kiss the Sun good-by 
And gently steal away. 
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BUNK 
A bullfrog sat upon the bank, 


Two turtles on a log, 
Said turtle one to turtle two, 
“T hate that noisy frog! 


Both night and day he croaks away, 
It’s getting on my nerves; 

Some day when I catch him alone 
He’ll get what he deserves!” 


“Bunk!” said the frog, who overheard; 
“Say, Turt, you know right well 

If I should make one jump at you 
You'd have a sinking spell.” 


WISHING AND FISHING 


Jimmy Jones was always wishing, 
Wishing he might go a-fishing, 
A-fishing all one sunny day 
For shiners off the pier, 

But Mother said, “Your wishing, 

Son, will never take you fishing! 

You stay at home today with me, 
I'd rather have you here, 


“Because if you go fishing, 
Jimmy, I must do the wishing, 
The wishing and the worrying 
About you getting wet. 
You might fall in a-fishing, 
But you never will a-wishing, 
I never heard of anyone 
Who fell in wishing yet.” 


MISSISSIPPI BLACK MAN 


Mississippi Black Man trampin’ 
down the track 
With his old-time banjo hung 


across his back: : 

Mississippi Black Man, free from 
every care, 

Hikin’ down the railroad to the 
County Fair; 

Mississippi Black Man, nimble as 
earGcaL, | 

Will dance a jig and pass around 
his stovepipe hat. 


MOON FAIRIES 


On my small bed I often lie 
Of Wonderlands a-dreaming, 
When through my casement window 
high 
The light comes streaming, 
streaming, 
From white moon beaming, 
beaming, 
In Summer’s splendid sky. 


One silent mystic night in June 
The rose-sweet world was 

sleeping, 

And I lay in my shining room, 
First, shyly peeping, peeping, 
Then boldly leaping, leaping, 

Came Fairies from the moon. 
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An endless throng of gleaming 
things 
Down from the moonbeams 
springing, 

In silver clothes, on gauzy wings, 
They came a-winging, winging, 
A dream song singing, singing, 

In tune with whirring wings 


And as I watched them dance about, 
Their arms together linking, 
Through graceful figures, in and 

Outs 
Their heels faint clinking, 
clinking, 


My head kept sinking, sinking, 
Till slumber shut them out. 


THES BAND 


rapperty, bang! 
Across the lawn they come, 


Ripperty, 
Bud and Sal 


ay the fifes 
drum. 
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And Westy beats the 


made from old 
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TTS ING OF HEARTS 


The King of Hearts, one April day, 

Was wishing for a game to play, 

For he was lonesome on his throne 

In his big castle all alone. 

He wondered why, that afternoon, 

His fiddlers played no dancing tune; 

Why every King and every Jack 

That day was missing from the 
pack; 

Why his good Queen had gone 
away 

And left him all alone that day. 

He hunted low and hunted high 

But neither King nor Jack could 
Spy, 

And thought it strange that his good 
Queen 

Was nowhere to be heard or seen. 

At last he heard a distant call, 

From somewhere near the servants’ 
hall, : 

And, going down the kitchen stair, 

Heard merriment and music there, 

And when he reached the kitchen 
found 

Queens, Kings and Jacks all gathered 
round 

A table where a heaping dish 

Held all the tarts that heart could 
wish. 

The King of Hearts laughed loud 
and long 


As he was welcomed by the throng, 

And said, «] quite forgot, in truth, 

That this is Pastry Day, forsooth, 

When my fair dame, the Queen 
of Hearts, 

Bakes ovens full of jelly tarts.” 

The King of Diamonds made a 
speech 

With pretty compliments to each, 

And after that they sang a song 

And were indeed a merry throng. 

Down in the castle kitchen there 

Gay Kings and Jacks and Ladies 
fair 

Made holiday to celebrate 

The anniversary of the date 

When Jack Heart stole the tarts 
away 

In Mother Goose’s famous day. 


TIM AND MIKE 
Tim and Mike look just alike, 


For Tim and Mike are twins. 
As much alike are Tim and Mike 
As ever were two pins. 


Mike’s hair is just as red as Tim’s, 
They’re freckled, dot for dot: 

No single thing has Timothy 
That Michael hasn’t got. 


And when you meet Tim’s brother 
Mike 
Youll get a big surprise, 
Because he’ll change back into Tim 
Right there before your eyes! 


THE LADYBUG'S 
BUNGALOW 


Tim Toddle went adventuring 
Along the dusty road, 
And, where he turned to cross the 
bridge, 
He met old Hoppy Toad. 


Old Hoppy said, “Good morning, 
Tim, 
This is a pleasant day— 
And may I ask how far you go, 


How long you mean to stay?” 


Tim answered his new friend, the 
toad, 
“Oh, I’m just on my way 
To no place in particular, 
To see the world today.” 
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“If that’s the case, I'll go along,” 
Said Mr. Hoppy Toad. 

And arm in arm together they 
Went tripping down the road. 


When «they had gone a little way, 
They met young Ladybug 
With a paper bag of cookies 
And a gallon cider jug. 


“You'll pardon me,” said Hoppy 
Toad, 
“But, I must say, your home 
Is at this moment burning, 
And your children are alone!” 


“Oh, yes indeed,” the lady said, 
“And thank you! 
My house zs all on fire, 
But my children are away. 


As you say, 


“No need to fret and worry— 
It’s nearly time to dine— 
Will you have dinner with me | 

On these sugar cakes of mine?” 


With many thanks did Tim and 


Toad 
Accept the lady’s fare, 


And merrily they dined beneath 
The purple thistles there. 


“Madam,” the gallant Hoppy said, 
“You've been so kind today, 
You must permit my friend and me 

Your kindness to repay. 


“Friend Toddle will agree, I’m sure, 
The proper thing to do, 

When lunch is over, is to build 
A. brand-new house for you.” 


And so they did. While Toddle 


cleared 
The ground of stones and sticks, 
Old Hoppy brought the, lumber 
And the mortar and the bricks. 


And there they built a bungalow 
As pretty and as snug 


As ever two adventurers 


Built for a Ladybug. 


THE ROCK-A-BYE LADY 
A Rock-a-bye Lady 


On her mother’s knee 
Is dreaming tonight 
Of the Sugar Plum Tree. 


And Rock-a-bye Lady 
Will find in her sleep 

The lambs that ran off 
From Little Bo-Peep. 


Round Rock-a-bye Lady 


Dance fairies tiptoe 
To the tune of the rocker 
That swings to and fro. 


Ah, Rock-a-bye Lady, 
Your dreams should be bright 
For lullaby fairies 


’ 


Sing dream songs tonight. 


MY 2c TIGR OB AgN a 


When my Barney’s eyes are brimmin’ 
With the mischief that is in ‘em, 

‘Tis no use at all to scold him, 

It’s a waste o’ time and breath. 


How I love my little Barney 
With his coaxin’ and his blarney, 
Although the teasin’ blatherskite 
’Most pesters me to death! 


DOWN ST EE Eye, > ik ri ale 


Come, Honey, put your toys away, 
It’s time to go to rock-a-bye. 
Up from behind the city creeps 
The round white moon to light 
the sky, 
And ’way out there beyond the moon 
A star peeps through the dusk to 
see 
If any tired tot like you 
Is being rocked on some one’s 
knee. 


The crickets, hiding somewhere, sing 
Their drowsy little twilight song; 
And Sandman, from the Shadow 
leand, 
On tiptoe, softly comes along 
With downy pillows, snowy white, 
And of 
fea, 
To take you with them in his pack 


silken slumber robes 


Down Sleepy Street away to bed. 
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THE MERRYMAKERS 
The red fox played on his big 


guitar 
A serenade to the evening star 
And made the hillsides ring afar 
To the tune of his big guitar. 


Then forest folk from far and near 
Drew ‘round the fox so they might 
hear | 
The lilting music, sweet and clear, 
Thatahe big 


guitar. 


played on _ his 


About him as he sang and played 

A dancing ring they quickly made 

And there in mossy forest glade 
They danced to his big guitar. 


The wolf, the porcupine, the bear, 
The lynx, the woodchuck, and the 
hare, 
And all the rest were dancing there 
To the tune-of his big guitar. 


And all that lovely summer night 
From twilight time till morning light 
They danced and sang with wild 
delight 
To the tune of his big guitar. 


With happy hearts by early sun 
They thanked the fox for all their 
fun : 
And scampered homeward on the run 

To the tune of his big guitar! 


=e 
sir 


THE MERRYMAKERS 


COLPDEN EGGS 


You never should kill the goose 
that lays 
The 


mother said, 


golden my grand- 


egg, 
You may need the eggs in future 
days 
Long after your faithful goose 
is dead. 


My grandmother had an old goose 
herself 
That never had _ laid, 


told, 
An egg to put on the pantry shelf 


so: | awas 


In all her life that was made 


of gold. 


116 


But grandmother said that she might, 
some day, 
What next would happen nobody 
knew; — | 
A goose was a curious bird that way, 
No one could tell what a goose 


would do. 


By putting her silver dimes away, 
Just one by one, as the eggs 
were sold, 
My grandmother turned, I’ve heard 
them say, 
The eggs of her old gray goose 
to gold. 


JERRY MGINK 
Such a_ queer 


Jerry 
ate 


little fellow was 

M’Gink! 

only bread 
water to drink. 

He liked bread much better than 
raspberry pie, 

And the part he liked best was a 
crust, hard and dry. 


He crusts with 


One time when poor Jerry was sick 
and in bed, 

With pains in his toes and aches 
in his head, 

They brought him sweet grape juice, 
and ice cream and cake, 

And the daintiest pastry the baker 
could make. 


But he pushed them aside and 
tearfully said, 

“Please bring me a dry crust of 
yesterday’s bread, 

The hardest you have, and some 
Watehetom canine === 

Such a queer little fellow was 


Jerry M’Gink! 


WAKE SUP! WAKE UP: 


SWEETHEART! 
“Wake up! Wake up! Sweetheart, 
wake up!” 


I hear the wood thrush say, 
“The swallows now are on the 
wing, 
The bluebirds in the tree tops 
sing 
A welcome song to Day; 
The climbing roses long ago 
Awakened, when the crimson 
glow 
Of sunrise set their cheeks 
aglow 
And kissed the dew away.” 


The robin and the goldfinch call, 
“Get up, you sleepy-head! 

Gone are the shadow things of 
night, 

The golden sun is shining bright 
Across the fields instead; 


Ey. 


Down where the morning-glories 


TOW 

The blossom scented breezes 
blow 

And humming birds dart to 
alc {to=—= 


How can you stay in bed!” 


HONEY MONEY 


The king is in his counting house 
Counting up his money— 

He sold the prince, this afternoon, 
A pot of yellow honey. 

The queen is at the fashion show 
Buying lots of clothes — 

That is where the honey money 


of the good king goes. 


~ = 


DOUBTING DAN AND THE) THREES Wa Sie 


DOUBTING DAN Dan owned some hillocks of stingy 
This is the story of Doubting Dan, land 
Where he lived I cannot say; . And lived by himself apart, 
I only know it was long ago A lonely life without child or wife, 
And ever so far away. To soften his stubborn heart. 
Doubting Dan was a stubborn man, No rose vine bloomed by his cot- 
The things he believed were tage door 
few. To perfume the summer breeze; 
He laughed and scoffed at fairy No hollyhocks tall peeped over his 
tales, wall 
And said they were all untrue. To beckon the birds and bees. 
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No laughing elf had he seen himself 
From the bluebells drink the 


dew; 
No woodland sprite on a summer 
night 
Had danced where his thistles 
grew. 


From embers bright on a_ winter 
night 
Had no friendly troll hopped 
out. 
That’s how he knew they were all 
untrue, 
And he prided himself on his 
doubt! 


DAN MEETS AN ELF 


One Halloween when the moon- 
beams bright 
Streamed in through his win- 
dow small, 
And the midnight bell on the silence 
fell, 
The witching hour to call, 


Old Dan awoke when the last slow 
stroke 
In the distance died away 
And jumped with fright —in the 
white moonlight 
Stood an elf, as plain as day! 
“I come in peace,” the elf began, 
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“You have no cause for fear, 
For-1 am’ page 


And _ bring 


to the fairy queen 
a message here. 


“My good queen Mab this message 
sends: 
‘Three wishes I'll bestow 
On Doubting Dan and they may be 
As great as heart can know. ~ 


“Perhaps, ‘said Dans llmtme em 
out -— | 
“Listen! the ‘elf brokesiu 
“The moon swings low and I must 

gO 
Ere cockcrow shall begin. 


“Tomorrow night, when hoot owls 
call 
Across the haunted glen, 
You take the path the cattle take 
Along the marshy fen, 


“Then through the woods until you 
find 
A withered, twisted oak 
Whose whitened trunk is torn and 
split 
By lightning’s finger stroke. 


“There, at its root, you'll find a 
snail, 
Slow-crawling, with its shell; 
That snail’s the mystic talisman 
That works the magic spell. 


“And this the charm you must repeat, 

What e’er your wish may be: 

‘Good snail, good snail, with silver 
tail, 

Pray grant this wish to me.’ 
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DANTAND THE-oNAIL 
ithe ely owas cone. Old Dane still 
watched 
The moonlight on the floor, 
And every word that he had heard 


Repeated o'er and *o er. 


slteecamt=be true, -said> Doubting 
Dan, 
“A dream it all must be. 
Howprove itso, lll surely co 
And find that stricken tree.” 


So, filled with doubt, he started out 
Next night along the fen, 
And soon he heard that solemn bird, 

The hoot owl, down the glen. 


In time he reached the haunted 
wood 
Where gnomes 
dwell, 
And in the darkness stumbled on, 
Though oftentimes he fell. 


and _ goblins 


Quick unseen hands plucked at his 
sleeve, 
Weird voices mocked his ear, 
Night-flying things with swishing 
wings 
Flew up as he drew near. 


At last he found the place foretold, 
Where he could dimly see 
Strange shadow figures dance a ring 
Around the stricken tree. 


He looked about him on the ground 
Until his wide eyes fell 

Upon the snail with silver tail 
That bore a shining shell. 


He took the shell and ran pellmell 
Away with all his might. 
Half dead with fear he reached his. 
house 


And locked himself in tight. 


He lit his candles all about, 
To drive away the night, 
And soon was quite himself again 
Beside his hearthstone bright. 


He fell asleep and soundly slept: 
By early dawn he woke 


And after he had breakfasted 
And had his morning smoke, 


He thought his strange adventure 
through 
And felt somewhat ashamed 
That he had run in fear away 
From shadow things unnamed. 


He took the box the snail was in 
And sat outside his door, 
And, finding but a common snail, 

His doubts returned once more. 


As his old doubts came trooping 
back 
He saw an ant run by. 
sloweho!s “saide he, ‘we ll quickly 
see 
If dreams, or fairies, lie!” 


THE FIRST WISH 


“Good snail, good snail, with silver 
tail’ 
Pray grant this wish to me: 
Though I am tall, make me as small 
Preathateblacks ant™ |, seel” 
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Swish! 


In a wink, ere he could 
think, 


He shrunk into a space 


So small a little tumblebug 
Could look him in the face! 


He soon was lost among the weeds. 
So very small was he 

A dandelion seemed to him 
A mighty forest tree. 


It was a trackless wilderness 
Alive with hostile things, 
Fierce dragons with red, burning 
eyes, | 
Great beasts with scales and 


stings. 


As Dan went on he heard some 
beast 
Come smashing, crashing 
through, 
And hid behind a clover stem 


As near the creature drew. 


Straight at him came the monster 
huge, 
With savage eyes aglare, 
With horns and claws and gaping 


jaws— 


A big black bug stood there! 


Dan’s pounding heart was in his 
throat, 
Fear chilled him to the bone. 


The big black bug went on its way 
And left him safe, alone. 


He rested there a little while, 
Outstretched upon the ground, 
When* something came up from 
behind 
With stealthy, creeping sound. 


The thing was black with striped 
back, } 
Long, hairy legs, outbent; 
And evil stared from eyes that glared 
With murderous intent. 


Dan turned about and when he saw 
Those cruel hungry eyes 

He sank down helpless in the dust. 
Too terror struck to rise. 


THE SECOND Wisk 


Dan heard the spider run away; 
Remembering then cried he, 
“Good snail, good snail, with silver 
tarl) 
Pray grant this wish to me: 


‘“Make.me to bé a jcaant amen 
Tall as the mighty pine 

That lifts its head above the wood-— 
Pray grant this wish of mine!” . 


So up and up and up he grew, 
Tall as the pine he stood, 


With legs as thick as hillside oak 


Or meadow cottonwood. 


“Ah, this is really quite worth 
while, » 
Dan chuckled in high glee, 
“Now nothing on this little earth 
Can ever frighten me!” 


He felt so proud he laughed aloud— 
A laugh like thunder’s crack; 

The quiet hills from sleep awoke 
To shout his laughter back. 


And, as he strode along the road, 
Small men ran off in fear 
To see such a gigantic man 
So suddenly appear. 


This pleased him so he shouted, 
po cal uc 
To make them run like mad — 
A stupid, selfish giant he; 
Their terrors made him glad. 


diheetear he saw in-ether men 
Gave him such keen delight 
He stalked about with threat and 
shout 
His neighbors to affright. 


But his small triumph ended when, 
As night came on apace, 
He watched the storm clouds gather 
in, 
With anxious, upturned face. 


Big raindrops spattered in_ the 
dust== 
A> flash: ae erack=san roan 
And pelting rain in streams began 
Down his broad back to pour. 


Rivers of rain ran down his legs, 
As soaking wet was he 
As though he’d tumbled, head and 
heels, 
Into the tossing sea. 


The tallest door in all the world 
Would not admit his height; 

The wealth of Midas could not buy 
Him shelter for the night. 


. 
, 


So in his neighbor’s stubble field 
He made himself a bed, 

The ground to lay his back upon, 
The straw stack for his head. 


He lay there in the driving rain 
And thought with dull despair 

One precious wish was all he had 
His fortunes to repair. 


His memory pictured cheering fires, 
A savory pot aboil, 

The luxury of slippered ease, 
Well earned by willing toil, 


His old armchair, his evening pipe, 
The cozy candlelight, 

His comfort-giving corn-husk bed, 
He saw in visions bright. 
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He knew what his last wish would 
be, 
He wanted nothing more 
Than just to be the man“that he 
Had been the day before. 


But when he took the snail to wish, 
Down in the straw it fell. 

His fingers were so numb with cold 
He dropped the wishing shell. 


In vain he fumbled in the dark 
(He had no sort of light), 
In vain he searched the straw stack 
through 
A hundred times that night. 


As everything must have an end, 
The long night wore away. 

A thankful man, indeed, was Dan 
Toxsee the coming day. 


With daylight he at once began 
On hands and knees to go, 
First up, then down across the field, 
Close searching to and fro. 


As early neighbors went afield, 
They saw with awe profound 
A giant crawling on all fours, 
His nose against the ground. 
His and beard, with mud 
besmeared, 


Were sticking full of straw: 


hair 


A stranger sight in all their lives 
His neighbors never saw. 


They watched him poking in the 
mud, 
But no one dared go near, 
Until Dan beckoned them to come, 
And bid them have no fear. 


“T am your neighbor, Doubting 
Dan, 
And mean no harm to you. 
Come! I will tell how it befell 


That I so mighty grew.” 


There, sprawled out on the stubble 
field, 
His neighbors standing round, 
He told the story through and 
through — 
How he the snail shell found, 


bo 


i 


And how in doubt to prove it out 
He wished an ant to be, 


Then how in fright he wished he 
might 


Grow like a giant tree. 


He sat and sobbed before them all, 
‘OAlasl) (lelostethemencie 

Now I am doomed for all my life 
In open fields to dwell.” 


When Dan had told them how he 
lost 
His precious wishing shell, 
They all began the ground to scan, 
And hunted long and well. 


At last one spied the shell and cried, 
“Here! I have found the 
prize!” 


And straightway ran to waiting Dan 
Who said, with tearful eyes, 


“My gratitude will know no bounds 
For this great kindness done. 

Be sure I'll do as much for you 
Eisai seach were, my son, | 


TE WER De wWlSe 
And then Dan took the shell and 
said, 
“Though I unworthy be, 
Good snail, good snail, with silver 
tail, | 
Pray grant this wish to me: 


“T wish to be my old plain self, 
Without my selfish ways, 
And spend in peace with all the 
world, 


The remainder of my days.” 


In great surprise he rubbed his 


eves == 
He sat in his own bed! 
There was no mud upon his clothes, 
No straw upon his head. 


The morning sun came peeping in, 
‘The: sweet: air’ told ot faim 

How glad he was to find himself 
In his old house again! 


Some folks believed Dan only 
dreamed, 
Some thought it all was true; 
But as to that no one can be 
A better judge than you. 


You can decide it either way, 
As best may suit your plan. 
But, whether it was dream or fact, 
A much-changed man was Dan. 


They heard him singing in his field 
When he had work to do: 

His friendly door stood open wide 
To friend and stranger too. 


The song birds nested in his éaves, 
Red roses climbed his wall: 

And what he had he gave away 
With open hand to all. 


The children came and sat about 
His door at sunset time 

To hear some oft-told fairy tale 
Or learn some old-time rime. 


No more they called him Doubting 
Dan: 
For, when they understood 
He kept the giant heart he had, 
They called him Dan the Good. 


fii Bae ING Ae 


Dick went on a hunt for a white 
Dingaree 

And found one asleep in a whizz- 
berry tree. 

“Come down or I'll shoot,’ said 
Dick to the Ding. 

“Indeed,” said the Ding, “I'll do no 
creak ey \idalle¥eds 

No matter what sort of persuasion 
you use, 

I mean to stay here till I finish my 


snooze.” 


NEBBY AND THE BRIG 


When Nebuchadnezzar was running 
across 

His court with a potful of apricot 
sauce 

He tripped on a brick, spilled over 
the pot, 

And fell with a squish in the 
stewed apricot. 


My! what a mess poor old Nebby 
was in, 

All plastered with sauce from sandals 
to chin! 


It made him so mad that he got a 
big stick 
And thoroughly walloped that inso- 

lent brick. 


MY- FORTUNE 


One day I went to Donegal 
Wo virytonsel Mim werce, 

Up to the Fair at Donegal 
To fill my empty purse. 


When: ol 
high 


Yet when the sun went down 


arrived. the. “sun was 


I had not sold a single rime 
To any one in town. 


But I went singing home again 
With all my humble verse, 

My heart was just as light withal 
As my old empty purse. 


You see, a Gypsy Queen had told 
To me my fortune true, 


That somewhere, sometime, I would 
read 


These rimes of mine to you! 
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